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By Mr. DR YTDEN. 


NE I beheld the faireſt of her Kind; 
(And ſtill the ſweet Idea charms my 
Mind: | 
SR AE True, ſhe was dumb; for Nature gaz'd 
S=r> 4ſolon 
IA Pleas'd with her Work, that ſhe forgot 
her Tongue : \ : 
But, ſmiling, ſaid, She ſtill ſhall gain the Prize; 
I only have transferr'd it to her Eyes, | 
Such are thy Pictures, Keller : Such thy Skill, 
That Nature ſeems obedient to thy Will : | 
comes out, and meets thy Pencil in the Draught: 
Lives there, and wants but words to ſpeak her thought. 
At leaſt thy Pictures look a Voice; and we 
magine Sounds, deceiy'd to that degree, 
e think 'tis ſomewhat more than juſt to ſee. 
Shadows are but Privations of the Light, 
Vet when we walk, they ſhoot before Te Sight; 
With us Nee retire, ariſe, and fall; 
Nothing themſelves, and yet * all. 


V OL, IV. 
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2 She FounTu PATH 
Such are thy Pieces; imitating Life ah 
So near, they almoſt conquer in the firife; 
| And from their animated Canyafs came, | 
| ling Souls; and Jooſen'd from the Frame. 
Prometheus, were he here, wou'd caſt away 
His Adam, and refuſe a Soul to Clagx 
And either wou'd thy noble Work inſpire ; 
Or think it warm enough, without his Fire. 
But vulgar Hands may vulgar Likeneſs raiſe, 
This is the leaſt Attendant on thy Praile : 
From hence the Rudiments of Art began; 
A Coal, or Chalk, firſt imitated Man: 
Perhaps, the Shadow, taken on a Wall, 
Gave Out-lines to the rude Original: 


Ere Canvaſs yet was ſtrain d: before the Grace 8 


Of blended Colours found their uſe and place: 
Or Cypreſs Tablets firſt receiv'd a Face. | 

By ſlow degrees, the Godlike Art advanc'd ; 
As Man grew poliſh'd, Picture was inhanc'd ; 

- Greece added Poſture, Shade, and Perſpective; 
And then the Mimick Piece began to Live. 
Yet Perſpective was lame; no diſtance true; 
But all came forward in one common View: 
No point of Light was known, no bounds of Art; 
When Light was there, it knew not to depart : 
But glaring on remoter Objects play'd :_ 

Not languiſh'd, and inſenſibly decay'd. 

Nome rais'd not Art, but barely kept alive; 
And with Old Greece, unequally did ſtrive: 
Till Goths, and Vandals, a rude Northern Race, 
Did all the matchleſs Monuments deface. 
Then all the Muſes in one ruin lye ; 

And Rhime began t'enervate Poetry. 
Thus in a ſtupid Military State, h 
The Pen and Pencil find an equal Fate. 
Flat Faces, ſuch as wou'd diſgrace a Skreen; 
Such as in Bantam's Embally were ſeen, 
Unrais'd, unrounded, were the rude delight 
Of Brutal Nations, only barn to Fight. 


Long 


MisesLL ANT Porms. 3 
Long time the Siſter Arts, in Iron ſleep, 
A heavy Sabbath did — koep £56 hn 
At length in Repha#Ps Age, at once they riſe; 
Stretch all their Limbs, and open all their Eyes. 
Thence roſe the Roman, and the Lombard Line: 
One colour'd beſt, and one did beſt deſign. 
Raphael's, like Homer's, was the nobler Part; 
But Titian's Painting looked like Virgil's Art. 
Thy Genius gives thee both; where true Deſign, 
Poſtures unforc d. and lively Colours join. 
Likeneſs is ow — . Frm {till the — - 
Like er Thoughts in lofty Language dreſt. 
Where Lightto Shades deſcordling, . not ſtrives; 
Dies by degrees, and by degrees revives. | 
Oft various Parts a perfect Whole is wrought : 


Thy Pictures think, and we Divine their Thought. 
* Shakeſpear, thy Gift, I place before my Sight; 
With awe, I ask his Bleſſing ere I write; 

With Reverence look on his Majeſtiek Face; 
Proud to be leſs; but of his Godlike Race. 
His Soul inſpires me, while thy Praiſe I write, 
And I like Teucer, under Ajax Fight. | 

Bids thee, thro* me, be bold; with dauntleſs Breaſt 
Contemn the bad, and emulate the beſt. 

Like his, thy Criticks in th' Attempt are loſt: 

| When moſt they rail, know then, they enyy moſt. 
In vain they ſnarl a-loof ; a noifie Crowd, - 
Like Womens Anger, impotent and loud. 

= While they their barren Induftry deplore, 

== Paſs on ſecure ; and mind the Goal before = 
old as ſhe is, my Muſe ſhall march behind; 
Zear off the Blaſt, and intercept the Wind. 
Our Arts are Sifters ; though not Twins in Birth; 
For Hymns were ſung in Eden's happy Earth: 
But oh, the Painter Muſe, tho” laſt in place, 
Has ſeiz'd the Bleſſing firſt, like Jacob's Race. 


à Shakeſpeat's Picture drawn by Sir Go! 
— Pitur by Sir Godfrey Kneller, and 
»Ng | 5 2 Apelles 
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% | 
Apelles' Art an Alexander found; 


vs 


And Raphael did with Leo's Goldwbound.; * 


4% * * 


But Homer was with barren Laurel crown'd. 
Thou hadſt thy Charles a While, and ſo had I; 
But paſs We that unplealing Image by. 
Rich in thy ſelf; and of thy ſelf Divine, 
All Pilgrims come and offer at thy Shrine. 
A graceful Truth thy Pencil can Command : 
The Fair themſelves go mended from thy Hand: 
Likeneſs appears in every Lineament; 11 0 
But Likeneſs in thy Work is Eloquent : | 
Tho? Nature there, her true Reſemblance bears, 
A nobler Beauty in thy Piece appears. | 
So warm thy Work, ſo glows the gen'rous Frame, 
Fleſh looks Jeſs Toy in the lovely Dame, 
Thou paint'ſt as we deſcribe, improving till, 
When on wild Nature we ingraft our Skill: 
But not creating Beauties at our Will. 

But Poets are confin'd in narr'wer ſpace, + 
To ſpeak the Language of their Native Place: 
The Painter widely ſtretches his Command : 
Thy Pencil ſpeaks the Tongue of ev'ry Land, 


o 


4 


From hence, my Friend, all Climates are your own 


Nor can you forfeit, . for you hold of none. 
All Nations, all lmmunities will give 


To make you theirs; where-e'er you leaſe/to.live ; 


And not ſev'n Cities, but the World wou'd ſtriye. 
Sure ſome propitious Planet then did ſmiley; . 
When firſt you were conducted to this Ile : 


(Our Genius brought you here, -t jars our Fame) 


(For your good Stars are ev'ry where the ſame) 
Thy matchleſs Hand, of ev'ry Region free, 
Adopts our Climate; not our Climate thee; 
* Great Rome and Venice early did impart 
To thee th' Examples of their wondrous Art. 
Thoſe, Maſters then, but ſeen,. not underſtood, 
With generous Emulation fir'd thy Blood: 


— 


TO He travelPd very young inte Italy. | 


L 
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i MirscRLLANY Pokus. 7 
For what in Nature's Dawn the Child admir'd, 
) The Youth endeavour'd, and the Man acquir'd. 
If yet thou haſt not reach'd their high Degree, 
ris only wanting to this Age, not thee. | 
Thy Genius, bounded by the Times, like mine, 8 


* 


Drudges on petty Draughts, nor dare deſign 
A more exalted Work, and more Divine. 
For what a Song, or ſenſeleſs Opera 
Is to the living Labour of a Play; | 
Or, what a Play to Virgil's Work wou'd be, 
Such is a ng Piece to Hiſtorx. 
But we, who Life beſtow, ourſelves muſt live; 
Kings cannot Reign, unleſs their Subjects give. 
And they who pay the Taxes, bear the Rule: 
Thus thou, ſometimes, art forc'd to draw 4 Fool: 
But ſo his Follies in thy Poſture fink, 
The ſenfeleſs Ideot ſeems at laſt to think. be 
(Good Heay'n! that Sots and Knaves ſhou'd beſo yain, 
To wiſh their vile Reſemblance may remain! 
nd ſtand recorded,” at their own Requeſt, | 
To future Days, a Libel or a Jeſt.) 
1: Elſe ſhou'd we ſee your noble Pencil trace 
2 Pur Inities of Action, Time, and Place. | 
WA Whole compos'd of Parts; and thoſe the beſt ; 
Nich ev'ry various Character expreſt,” © 
WHeroes at large; and at a nearer View; 
Teſs, and at diftance, an ignobler Crew. 
WV hile all the Figures in one Action join, 
s tending to compleat the main Deſign, 
More cannot be by mortal Art expreſt ; ' 
ut venerable Age ſhall add the reſt,” 
Por Time ſhall with his ready Pencil ſtand; 
etouch your Figures, with his'ripening Hand; 
"Mellow your Colours, and imbrown the Teint; 
Add every Grace, which Time alone can grant: 
To future Ages ſhall your Fame convey ; - 
And give more Beauties than he takes away, 
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A Tranſlation of all VIX GIL Fourth 
_ Georgick, except the Story of ARISTEUS.” 


By Mr. ] 6; K DISON, of Mag, Col. Oxon. 


Therial Sweets ſhall'next-my Muſe engage, 
And this, Macenas, claims your Patronage. _ 
Of little Creatures wondrous Acts I treat, 
The Ranks, and mighty Leaders of their State, 
Their Laws, Employments, and their Wars relate. 


os 


A trifling Theam provokes my Humble Lays, 
Trifling the Theam, not ſo the Poet's Praiſe : _ 
If Great, Apollo, and the Tuneful. Nine | 
Join in the Piece, to make the Work Divine. 
| Firſt, for your Bees a proper Station find. 
That's fencd about, and ſhelter'd from the Wind ; 
For Winds divert em in their Flight, and drive. 
The Swarms, when loaded homeward, from their Hive. 
Nor Sheep, nor Goats, muſt paſture near their Stores, 
To trample under foot the n 0 
Nor frisking Heifers bound about the place, Aal w. 
To ſpurn the Dew · drops off, and bruiſe the riſing Graſs, 
Nor muſt the Lixzard's painted Brood appear, 
Nor Wood-pecks,. nor the Swallow harbour near. 
Theſe waſte the Swarms, and as they fly along 
Convey the tender Morſels to their Loung. I 
Let purling Streams, and Fountains edg'd with Moſs, 
And ſhallow Rills run trickling through the Graſs ; 1 
Let branching Olives o' er the Fountain grow,, Þ . 
Or Palms ſhoot. up, and ſhade the Streams below , 
That when the Youth, led by their Princes, nun 
The crowded Hive, and ſport it in the Sun, 
Refreſhing Springs iy 'em, from the Heat, 
And ſhady Coverts yield a cool Retreat... 
Whether the neighbouring Water ſtands or runs, 
Lay Twigs acroſs, and bridge it o'er with Stones 
1 LA That 
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That if rough Storms, or ſudden blaſts of Wind 

b Should dip, or ſcatter thoſe that behind, 
Here they may ſettle on the friendly Stone, 
And dry their reeking Pinions at the Sun. 
Plant all the flowry Banks with Lavender, 
With ſtore of Sav'ry ſcent the fragrant Air, 
Let running Betony the Field o' erſpread, 
And Fountains ſoak the V/iets dewy Bed. 

Tho' Barks, or plaited Willows make your Hive, 
A narrow Inlet to their Cells contrive; 
For Colds congeal and freeze the Liquors up, 
And, melted down with Heat, the waxen Buildings 
The Bees, of both Extreams alike afraid, [drop. 
Their Wax around the whiſtling Crannies ſpread, 
And ſuck our clammy Dews from Herbs and Flow'rs, 
To ſmear the Chinks, and plaiſter up the Pores : 
For this they hoard up Glew, whoſe- clinging Drops 
Like Pitch, or Birdlime, hang in ſtringy Ropes, 
Fhey oft, tis faid, in dark Retirements dwell, 
And work in fubterraneous Caves their Cell; 
At other, times th induſtrious Infe&s livre 
In hollow Rocks, or make ax Tres their Hive. 
| Point all their chinky Lodgings round with Mud, 
And Leaves muſt thinly ow your Work be ſtrow'd; 
But let no balefal Eugh-Tree flouriſh near, $ 


VF; 


Nor rotten Marſhes ſend out freams of Mire 

Nor burning Crabs grow red, and crackle in the Fire. 

WE Nor nei b rin Caves return the dying found, 

or Ecchoing Rocks the doubled Voice rebound. * * 

fs, Things thus prepar'd -—- 4 - 
RV her th” under-World isſeiz'4withCold, and Night, 7 
nd Summer here deſcends in ſtreams of Light, 

be Bees thro' Woods and Foreſts take their flight; 

bey rifle ev'ry Flow'r, and lightly skim 

The Cryſtal. Brook, and ſip the running Stream; 

And thus they feed their Young with ſtrange delight, 

8 And knead the yielding War, and work the ſhmy Sweet. 

bat when on high you fee the Bees repair, 

Born on the Winds thro' diſtant tracts of Air, 

And view the winged Cloud all black ning from afar ; 

* 3 | While 


— 
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While ſhady Coverts, and freſh. Streams they chuſe, 

1 common Honey-ſuckles bruiſe, | 
pri 


And ſprinkle on their Hives the fragrant Juice. 
On Brazen Veſſels beat a tinkling ſound, 
And ſhake the Cymbals of the Goddeſs round ; 
Then all will haſtily retreat, and fill T 
The warm reſounding Hollow of their Cell, 
It once two Rival Kings their Right debate, 
And Factions and Cabals embroil the State, 
The Peoples Actions will their Thoughts declare; 
All their Hearts tremble, and beat thick with War; 
Hoarſe broken ſounds, like Trumpets harſh Alarms, 
Run thro' the Hive, and call 'em to their Arms; 
All in a hurry ſpread their ſhiv'ring Wings, 
And fit their Claws, and point their angry Stings ; 
In Crowds before the King's Pavillion meet, 
And boldly challenge out * Foe to fight: 
At laſt, when all the Heav'ns are warm and fair, 5 


ee vv n 


They ruſh together out, and join; the Air 
Swarms thick, and eccho's with the Humming War. 
All in a firm round Cluſter mix, and ſtrow 
With Heaps of little Corps, the Earth below; 

As thick as Hail-ſtones from the Floor rebound, 

Or ſhaken Acorns rattle on the Ground. 

No ſenſe of Danger can their Kings Controul, 
Their little Bodies lodge a mighty Soul: 

Each obſtinate in Arms, — his Blow, 

Till ſhameful Flight ſecures the routed Foe, 

This hot Diſpute, and all this mighty Fray, 

A little Duſt flung upward will allay, 

But when both Kings are ſettl'd in their Hive, 
Mark him who looks the worſt, and leſt he live 
Idle at home in Eaſe and Luxury, . 

The Lazy Monarch muſt be doom'd to Die. 7 
So let the Royal Inſect rule alone, 
And Reign without a Rival in his Throne. 

The Kings are different; one of better Note 8 


2 — 2 RR ; 


All ſpeckt with Gold, and many a ſhining Spot, 
Looks gay, and gliſtens in a gilded Coat; 7 
8 N ut 


* 
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But love of Eaſe, and Sloth in one 'preyails, 

That ſcarce his Hanging Paunch behind him trails :- 

The Peoples Looks are different as their King's, 

d Some ſparkle bright, and glitter in their Wings; 
Others look loathſom and diſeas'd with Sloth, 
Like a faint Traveller whoſe duſty. Mouth 
Grows dry with Heat, and ſpits a 'maukiſh Froth. 
The firſt are Beſt Rs = 2 
From their o'erflowing Combs, you'll often preſs 
Pure luſcious Sweets, that mingling in the Glaſs, 

Correct the Harſhneſs of the Racy Juice, 

And a rich Flavour through the Wine diffuſe. 

But when they ſport abroad, and rove from home, 8 

And leave the cooling Hive, and quit th' unfiniſh'd 

Comb ; aff 4 | | 

Their Airy Ramblings are with eaſe confin'd : 

Clip their King's Wings, and if They ſtay behind, 

No bold Uſurper dares Inyade their Night, 

Nor ſound a March, nor give the Sign for Flight. 

Let flow'ry Banks entice em to their Cells, 

And Gardens all Perfum'd with Native Smells; 

EW here Carv'd Priapus has his fix'd abode, 

he Robbers Terror, and the Scare-crow God. 

Wild Tyme and Pine-Trees from their Barren Hill 

ranſplant, and nurſe em in the Neighbouring, Soil, 

et Fruit-Trees round, nor e'er indulge thy Sloth, 

ut Water em, and urge their ſhady Growth, 

= And here, perhaps, were not I giving o'er, 

And ftriking Sail, and making to the Shore, 

ed ſhew what Art the Gard'ners Toils require, 

IV by Roſy Paſtum Bluſhes twice a Lear; 

hat Streams the verdant Swccory ſupply, 

Ind how the Thirſty Plant drinks Rivers dry; 

hat with a chearful Green does Parſley grace, 

Ind writhes the bellying Cucumber along the twiſted 

Nor wou'd 1 paſs the ſoft Acanthus o'er, [Graſs , 

h nor Myrtle-Trees that love the Shore; 

Nor Dafaaite, that late from Earth's. low Womb 

EY norumple their ſwoln Buds, and ſhew their yellow 


Bloom, | we 
| 8 For 
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For once I ſaw in the Tarentine Vale, 

Where flow Galeſus drencht the waſhy Soil, 
An old Corician Yeoman, who had got 
A few neglected Acres to His Lott, 
Where neither Corn nor Paſture grac'd the Field, 
Nor wou'd the Vine her Purple Harveſt yield; | 
But ſav'ry Herbs among the Thorns were found, 


Vervain and Poppy-flowers his Garden erowh'd, 
And drooping TZillies Whiten'd all the Ground. 

Bleſt with theſe Riches he cou'd Empires flight, 

And when he reſted from his Toils at Night, 

The Earth unpurchas'd Dainties wou'd afford, 

And his own Garden ' furniſh out his Board: 

The Spring did firſt his op'ning Rofes blow, 

Firſt ripening Autumn bent his fruitful Bough, _ 
When piercing Colds had burſt the brittle Stone, 
And freezing Niers ſtiffen'd as they run, 

He then wou'd prune the tender'ſt of his Trees, 
Chide the late Spring, and lingring Weſtern Breeze: 
His Bees firſt ſwarm'd, and made his Veſſels foam 
With the rich ſqueezing of the juicy Comb. 

Here Lindons and tbe Bp y Pine increas'd; 

Here, when ay Flow'rs his ſmiling Orchard dreft, 
As many Bloſſoms as the Spring cou'd ſhow, 
So many dangling Apples mellow'd on the Bough, 
In Rows his Elms and knotty Pear-trees bloom, 

And Thorns ennobled now to bear a Plumb. 

And ſpreading Plane-trees, where ſupinely laid 

He now enjoys the Cool, and quaffs beneath the Shade, 
But theſe for want of room I muſt omit, 

And leave for future Poets to recite. 

Now I'll proceed their Natures to declare, * 
Which Jove himſelf did on the Bees confer; 
Becauſe, invited by the Timbrel's ſound, - —_ 
Lodg'd in a Cave, th' Almi Babe they found, = 
And the young God nurſt kindly under Ground. © 

Of all the wing'd Inhabitants of Air, 8 
Theſe wy make their young the Publick Care; "A 
| In'well-diſpos'd Societies they Live, | 7 
And Laws and Statutes regulate their Hiye ; 

23 Nos 
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Nor ſtray, like others, unconfin'd abroad, 

But know ſet Stations and a fix*'d Aboad : 

Each provident of Cold, in Summer flies l 
Thro* Fields, and Woods, to ſeek for new Supplies, 
And in the common Stock unlades his Thighs. | 
Some watch the Food; ſome in the Meadows ply, 
Taſte ey*ry Bud; and ſuck each Bloſſom dry; 

W hilſt others, lab'ring in their Cells at home, 8 


Temper Nareiſſns* clammy Tears with Gum, 
For the firſt Ground-work of the Golden Comb ; 
On this they found their Waxen Works, and raiſe 
The Yellow Fabrick on its Glewy Bafe. 
Some educate the Young, or hatch the Seed 
With vital warmth, ray uture Nations breed ; 
Whilſt others thicker all the ſlimy Dews, 
And into pureſt Honey work the Juice; 
Then fill the Hollows of the Comb, and ſwell 
With luſcious Nectar, ev'ry flowing Cell. 
By turns they Watch, by turns with curious Eyes 
— the Heav*ns, and fearch the clouded Skies, 
To find 2 — Storms, and tell what Tem- 
riſe. 
By „ eafe the loaden Swarms, or drive 
The Drone, a lazy Inſect, from their Hive. 
The Work is warmly ply'd through all the Cells, 
And ſtrong with Tyme the new. made Honey ſmells. 
So in their Caves the brawny Cyclops ſwear, 
When with huge ſtrokes the ſtubborn Wedge theybeat, #. | 
And All th' unſhapen- Thunder-Bolt compleat ; * 
Alternately their Hammers riſe and fall; | 5 
IE Whilſt Griping Tongs turn round the Glowing Ball. 
"XX With puffing Bellows ſome the Flames increaſe, 
And ſome in Waters dip the hizzing Maſs ; 
heir beaten Anvils dreatfully reſound, * || 
» And tna ſhakesall-v'er, and thunders under Ground. 1 
Thus, if great Things we may with ſmall compare, | 
The buſy Swarms their diffrent Labours ſhire, 
Deſire of Profit urges all Degrees; 
The Aged Inſects, by Experience Wile, 


Attend 


— — 


— 
— r = n 
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— —— — — . - - 


The young at Night, returning from their Toils, 
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Attend the Comb, and faſhion ev'ry part, 
And ſhape the Waxen Fret-work out with Art: 
Bring home their Thighs. clog'd with the Meadows 
On Lavender, and Saffron Buds they feed, | Spoils, 
On Bending Oſiers, and the Balmy Reed, | | 
From 1 Violets and the Teile, they bring 
Their gather'd Sweets, and rifle all the Spring. 
All Work together, all together Reſt, 
The Morning till renews their Labours paſt ; 
Then all ruſh out, their diffrent Tasks purſue, 
Sit on the Bloem, and ſuck the rip'ning Dew; 
Again when Ev'ning warns em to their Home, 
With weary. Wings, and heavy Thighs they come, 
And crowd about the Chink, and mix a drowſie 
Hum. 3a) | 

Into their Cells at length they gently creep, | 
There all the Night their peaceful Station keep, 
Wrapt up in Silence, and difloly'd in Sleep. 
None range abroad when Winds or Storms are nigh, 
Nor truſt their Bodies to a faithleſs Sky, 
But make ſmall Journeys, with a careful Wing, 
And fly to Water at a neighb'ring Spring; 
And leſt their airy Bodies ſhould e caſt 
In reſtleſs Whirls, the ſport of 2 Blaſt, 
They carry Stones to poiſe em in their Flight, 
As Ballaſt keeps th' unſteady Veſſel right. 

But of all Cuſtoms that the Bees can boaſt, 
"Tis this may challenge Admiration moſt ; 
That none will Hymen's ſofter Joys approve, - 
Nor waſte their Spirits in Luxurious Love, 


But Alla long Virginity maintain, 


And bring forth Young without 2 Mother's Pain : 
From Herbs and Flow'rs they pick each tender Bee, 
And cull from Plants a Buzzing Progeny ; 


From theſe they chuſe out Subſects, and create 


A little Monarch of the 2 State; 


Then build Wax-Kingdoms for the Infant Prince, 


And form a Palace for his Reſidence. 
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But often in their Journeys, as they fly, | 
On Flints they tear their ſilken Wings, or lye 8 
Grov'ling beneath their flow'ry Load, and die. 
Thus Love of Honey can an Inſect fire, y 
And in a Fly ſuch gen'rous Thoughts inſpire. - 
Yet by repeopling their * State, | 
Tho! ſev'n ſhort Springs conclude their vital Date, 
Their ancient Stocks eternally remain, 
And, in an endleſs Race, the Childrens Children Reign. 
No Proftrate Vaſlal of the Eaſt can more | 
With laviſh Fear his haughty Prince adore; 
His Life unites 'em all; but when he dies, 
All in loud Tumults and Diſtractions riſe; 
They waſte their Honey, and their Combs deface, 
And wild Confuſions reigns in every Place, | 
Him all admire, all the great Guardian own, 
And croud about his Courts, and buz about his Throne, 
Oſt on their Backs their weary Prince they bear, 
Oft in his Cauſe embattÞd in the Air, £ 
Purſue a glorious Death, in Wounds and War. 
“ Some from ſuch Inſtances as theſe have taught 
« The Bees Extract is Heav'nly; for they thought 
e The Univerſe alive; and that a Soul * 
WDiffus'd throughout the Matter of the whole, 
Jo all the vaſt unbounded Frame was giv'n, 
And ran through Earth, and Air, and Sea, and all 
= the Deep of Heav'n; | 
That This firſt kindled Life in Man and Beaſt, 
Life that again flows into This at laſt. 
That no compounded Animal cou'd die, 
X< But when diſſolv'd, the Spirit mounted high, £ 
XX Dwelt in a Star, and ſettl'd in the Sky. 


x 


XE V hen-e'er their balmy Sweets you mean to ſeize, © 
nd take the liquid Labours of = Bees, 

pPpirt Draughts of Water from your Mouth, and drive 
N loathſom Cloud of Smoke amidſt their Hive. 

XX Twice in the Year their Flow'ry Toils begin, 


a 4 And twice they fetch their Dewy Harveſt in; 
once when the lovely Pleiades ariſe, | 
And add freſh Luſtre to the Summer Skies; 
f EM | 
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And once when haſt'ning from the wat*ry Sign 

They quit their Station, and forbear to Shins, 

The Bees are prone to Rage, and often found 

To Periſh for Revenge, and die upon the Wound. 

Their venom'd Sting produces aking Pains, 

And ſwells the Fleſh, and ſbuots among the Veins. 
When firſt a cold hard Winter's Storms arrive, 

And threaten Death, or Famine to their Hive, 

If now their ſinking State and low Affairs 

Can move your Pity, and provoke your Cares, 

Freſh burning Tyme before their Cells convey, 

And cut their dry and husky Wax away; 

For often Lizzards' ſeize the luſcious Spoils, 

Or DPrones:that Riot on another's Toils: | 

Oft Broods of Morhs infeſt the Hungry Swarms, 

And oft the furious Waſp their Hive alarms 

With louder Hums, and with unequal Arms; 

Or elſe the Spider at their Entrance fets - 

Her Snares, and ſpins her Bowels into Nets. { 
When Sickneſs reigns (for they as well as we 

Feel all th' Effects of frail Mortality) ” 

By certain Marks the new Diſeaſe is ſeen, 

Their Colour changes, and their Looks are thin; 

Their Fui'ral Rites are form'd, and every Bee 

With Grieb attends: the fad Solemnity; 

The few Diſeas'd Survivors hang before 

Their ſickly Cells, and droop about the Door, 

Or ſlowly in their Hives their Limbs unfold, 

Shrunk up with Hunger, and benum'd with Cold; 

In drawling, Hums, the feeble Inſects grieve, 

And doleful Buzzes eccho thro” the Hive, : 

Like Winds that ſoftly murmur thro' the Trees, 

Like Flames yu up, or like retiring Seas. 

Now lay freſh Honey near their empty Rooms, 

In Troughs of hollow Reeds, whilſt frying Gums 

Caſt round a fragrant Miſt of Spicy Fumes, 

Thus kindly tempt the famiſh'd Swarm to eat, 

And gently reconcile em to their Meat. 

Mix Juice of Galls, and Wine, that grow in time 

Condens'd by Fite,: and thicken to & Slime; 
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To theſe dry'd Roſes, Tyme and Cent 'ry join, 

d Raiſins ripen d on the Pſythian Vine. 

Beſides there grows a Flow'r in Marſhy. Ground, 
its Name Anellm, eaſie to be found; N 
Au. e works in its Root, and cleaves 
The 
The Flow 'r it {UF is of a golden Hue; 
The Leaves n to à darker Blue; 
The Leaves ſnhoot thick about the Flow'r, and grow 
Into a Buſh;, and ſhade the Turf below: 

The Plant in holy Garlands often twines 

The Altars Poſts, and beautifies the Shrines; 
Its Taſte is ſharp, in Vales new-ſhorn it grows, 
Where Mella's Stream in wat'ry Mazes flows. 
Take plenty of its Roots, and boil em well 

In Wine, and heap em up before the Cell. 

But if the whole Stock fail, and none ſuryive 
To raiſe new People, and recruit the Hive, 

l' here the great Experiment declare, 

That ſpread th” Arcadian-Shepherd's Name ſo far, 

How Bees from Blood of ſlaughter'd Bulls have fled, 
And Swarms amidſt the Red Corruption bred; 

= For where ee yearly fee their Bounds 
W Refreſh'd with Floods, and ſail about their Grounds, - 

Where e e and the rolling Nile 

Drives ſwiftly down the fwarthy Indians Soil, 

WT” Till into ſev'n it multiplies its Stream, 

And fittens Egypt with a fruitful Slime: 

In this laſt Practice all their Hope remains, 

And long Experience juſtifies their Pains. 

PFirſt then a cloſe contracted ſpace of Ground, 

With ftreighten'd Walls and low- built Roof, they found; 

narrow ſhelving Light is next aſſign'd | | 

o all the Quarters, one to ev'ry Wind; 

rhrough theſe the glancing, Rays obliquely pierce : 

Hither they lead a Bull that's young and fierce, 


When 2wo-years growth of Horn he proudly ſhows, 


And ſnakes the comely Terrours of his Brows: 
His Noſe and Mouth, the Avenues of Breath, 

They muzzle up, and beat his Limbs to death; 
o ii | ts 
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routing” Stalk, and ſhes ir ſelf in Leaves : 
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Till his bruis'd Bowels burſt within the Hide, 


— — — n 


7 


With Violence to Life, and ſtifling Pain 


He flings and ſpurns, and tries to ſnort in vain, 


Loud heavy Mows fall; thick on ev'ry Side, C 


When dead, they leave him Rotting on the Ground 

With Branches, Tyme and Caſſia ftrew'd around. 

All this is done when firſt the Weſtern, Breeze 

Becalms the Year, and ſmooths, the troubled Seas, 

Before the chatt'ring Swallow. builds her Neſt, 

Or Fields in Spring's Embroidery are dreſt. 

Mean while the tainted. Juice ferments within, 

And Quickens as it works: And now are ſeen 

A wond'rous Swarm, that o'er the Carcaſs crawls, 

Of ſhapeleſs, rude, unfiniſh'd Animals. 

No Legs at firſt the Inſects Weight ſuſtain, 

At length it moves its new-made Limbs with Pain; 

Now ſtrikes the Air with quiv'ring Wings, and tries 

To lift its Body up, and learns to riſe; we” | 

Now bending Thighs and. gilded Wings it wears 

Full grown, and all the Bee at length appears; 

From every Side the fruitful Carcaſs pours 

Its fwarming Brood, as thick as Summer-ſhow'rs, 

Or Flights of Arrows from the Parthian Bows, 

When twanging Strings firſt ſhoot em on the Foes, 
Thus have I ſung the Nature of the Bee; 

While Cæſar, tow'ring to Divinity, | 

The frighted Indians with his Thunder aw'd, - 

And claim'd their Homage, and commenc'd a God; 

I flouriſh'd all the while in Arts of Peace, 

Retir'd, and ſhelter'd in inglorious Eaſe : 

1 who before the Songs of Shepherds made, 

When gay and young my rural Lays I play d, 8 

And ſet my Tityrus beneath his Shade, 2 
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Prologue to the Quxxx, upon Her 
MajzsrTyY's coming to ſee the Old 
Batchelor. 


BAN Ar. CONGREVYVE. 


B this repeated Act of Grace, we ſee _ 
: Wit is again the Care of Majeſty; j 
And while thus honour d our proud Stage appears, 
Ve ſeem to rival ancient Theatres, 15 
Thus flouriſh'd Wit in our Forefathers Age, 
And thus the Roman and Athenian Stage. 
Whoſe Wit is beft, we'll not preſume to tell; 
But this we know, our Audience will excel: 
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, ſeen 
= So fair a Circle, and ſo bright a Queen. 
Long has the Muſes Land been over-caſt, 
And many rough and ſtormy Winters paſt ; dd ALE 
Hid from the World, and thrown in Shades of Night, 
of Heat depriv'd, and almoſt void of Light: 
== While Wit; a hardy Plant, of Nature bold, 
Has ſtrugled ſtrongly with the killing Cold: 
8o does it ſtill through Oppoſition grow, 
As if its Root was warmer kept by Snow: Ah 
But when ſhot forth, then draws.the Danger near, 0 


On ev'ry Side-the gath'ring Winds appear, A 
And Blaſts deſtroy that Fruit, which Froſts wou'd ſpare. 
But now, new Vigour and new Lite it knows, 
And Warmth that from this Royal Preſence flows. 
X& © wou'd She ſhine with Rays more frequent here! 
glow Gay wou'd then this drooping Land appear! 
ET hen, like the Sun, with Pleaſure might ſhe view 
The ſmiling Earth, cloath'd by her Beams anew. 


oO'er all the Meads ſhou'd various Flowers be ſeen, 8 
4 


> 
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RT Mix'd with the Laurel's never- fading Green, 
The new Creation of a Gracious Queen. 
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Wh Sghs my Fair? Why does that Boſom — 
Divide thy Woes, and give me my {ad 
17 Love's ſevereſt Pangs 


I know what *is to Wiſh, and Hope, all in vain, 


bins all, that Hour, and all the reſt be Night. 


* cn], 2 
Fpealing. 

By Mr. CONGREVE. 
T.. MF 


my V 9 Hours, which Heav'n in ply lent 
Love, in fruitleſs Sorrow 


With any Paſlion ſtirr'd, but riſing Love? 
Can Diſcontent find Place within that Breaſt, 
On whoſe: ſoft-Pillows ev'n Deſpair might reſt * 


I am no Stranger to an aking Heart; 
Too well I Fa the Force of inward __ 
And well can bear it, to give you Relief 
. endure; 
I os ati bear Pain, tho! 3 of a Cure. 
now what tis to Weep, and Sigh, and Pray, 
2 wake all Night, yet dread the breakin Day ; 


And meet, for humble Love, unkind Diſdain; 
Anger, and: Hate, 1 have been forc'd to bear, 
Nay Jealouſie and 1 have felt Deſpair. 
Theſe Pains, for you, I have been forc'd to prove, 
For Cruel you, het i began to Love. - 8 
ill warm . took at len gh my Part, 1 
And melted to my Wiſh your yieldin * =_ 
O'the dear Hour, in which you did 
When round my Nert willing Arms 2 tine, + 
And, in a Kiſs, you faid your Heart was mine. | 
Tro“ each returning Year, may that Hour be = 
Diſtinguiſp'd in the Rounds of all Eternity; 1 
Gay be the Sum, that Hour, in all bis Light, =_ 
Le him collect che Day, to be more hrigbe, 
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And ſhall I all this Heay'n of Bliſs receive 

From you, yet not lament to ſee you — 
all- i, who nowifh'd in my Brèaſt Deſire, | 
When your cold Scom, and Frowns forbid the Firez 
Now when a mutual Flame you have reveal'd, 

und the dear Union of our Souls are ſeal'd, 

hen all my Joys compleat in you I find, 

ball 1 not ſhare the Sorrows of your Mind? 

0 tell me, tell me all whence does ariſe. 

WT his Flood of Tears? whence are theſe frequent Signs? 
Why does that Lovely Head like a fair Flow'r 

WO ppreſs'd tes Weigh of a hard-fallias, Show'r, 


"a 


Bend with its Weight of Grief, and ſeem to grow 
PDownward to Earth, and kiſs the Root of Woe? 
Lean on my Breaft, and let me fold thee faſt; 
WLock'd in theſe Arms, think all thy Sorrows paſt; 
or, what remain, think lighter made by me; 
o I ſhou'd think, were I fo held by thee. _ 
WMurmur thy Plaints, and gently wound my Ears, 
Sigh on my Lip, and let me drink thy Tears; 
oin to my Cheek thy cold and dewy Face, 
Hand let pale Grief to growing Love give place, 

O ſpeak for Woe in Silence moſt appears; 
peak, ere my Fancy magnifie my Fears. 

I s there a Caufe, which Words cannot expreſs!- 
an I not bear a Part, or make it leſs? _ 
know not. what to think Am I in Fault? 
have not, to my Knowledge, err'd in Thought, 
Nor wander'd from my Love, nor wou'd I be 
Lord of the World, to live depriv'd of thee. 


cdu weep a-freſh, and at that Word you ſtart! 


m I to be depriv'd then? ----- muſt we part! 

YN * urſe on that Word ſo ready to be ſpoke, 
Por throygh my Lips, unmeant by me, it broke. 
Ph no, we muſt not, will not, cannot part, 
nd my Tongue talks unprompted by my Heart, 
et ſpeak, for my Diſtraction grows apace, - 
And racking Fears and reſtleſs Doubts increaſe; 
And Fears and Doubts to Jealouſie will turn 
he hotteſt Hell, in which a Heart can burn. 
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A Sone. For St. CECILI AH Day 
cd's e 


' By Mr. Jo. ADDIso x. 


* 


1 | | 
ECILIA, whoſe exalted Hymns 
| With Joy and Wonder fill the Bleſt, 
In Quires of warbling Seraphim 
Known and diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 
Attend, harmonious Saint, and fee _ 
Thy vocal Sons of Harmony; © _ 
Attend, harmonious Saint, nd hear our Pray'rs ; 
Enliven all our Earthly Airs, EI NP 
And, as thou ſing'ſt thy God, teach us to ſing of thee; 
Tune ev'ry String and ev'ry Tongue, | 
Be thou the Muſe. and Subject of our Song. 
| Bog » ard, | 
Let all Cecilia's Praiſe proclaim, 
Employ the Eccho in her Name. 
Hark how the Flutes and Trumpets raiſe, 
At bright Cecil a's Name, their Lays . 
The Organ labours in her Praiſe. 
Cecilia's Name does all our Numbers 5s af A 
I 


From ev'ry Voice the tuneful Accents fl 
In ſoaring Trebles, now it riſes high, 
And now it ſinks, and dwells. upon the Baſe, 


Cecilia's Name through all the Notes we Sing, A I 
The Work of ey'ry skilful Tongue, * 
The Sound of ey'ry trembling String 
The Sound and Triumph of our Song. 
| r 
For ever Conſecrate the Day, k 


To Muſick and Cecilia; | o 
Muſick, the greateſt Good that Mortals know, 
And all of Heay'n' we have below. | 
Muſick can noble Hints impart, 
Engender Fury, kindle Love; - 
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With unſuſpected Eloquence can move, 
And manage all the Man with ſecret Art. 
When Orpheus ſtrikes the trembling Lyre, 
| The Streams ſtand till, the Stones admire ; 
I be liftning Savages advance, | 
The Wolf and Lamb around him trip, 
The Bears in aukward Meaſures leap, 
And Tigers mingle in the Dance. 
The moving Woods attended as he play'd, 
And Rhodope was left without a Shade. 
| IV. h 
Muſick, Religious Heats inſpires, 
It wakes the Soul, and lifts it high, 
And wings it with ſublime Deſires, 
And fits it ta beſpeak the Deity. . 
Th* Almighty liſtens to a tuneful Tongue, 
And ſeems well-pleas'd, and courted with a Song. 
Soft moving Sounds, and Heav'nly Airs, 
Give Force to ev'ry Word, and recommend our 
When Time it ſelf ſhall be no more, [Pray'rs. 
And all things in Confuſion hurl'd, 
Muſick ſhall then exert its Pow'r, - | 
And Sound ſurvive the Ruins of the World: 
Then Saints and Angels ſhall agree 
In one eternal Jubilee: 
All Heav'n ſhall Eccho with their Hymns Divine, 
And God himſelf with pleaſure ſee 
The whole Creation in a Chorus join. 
: +G: H:Q KR: -S. 
Conſecrate the Place and Day, 
To Muſick and Cecilia. 
Let no rough Winds approach, or dare 
7 Invade the hallow'd Bounds, 
FE Nor rudely ſhake the tuneful Air, 
—= Nor ſpoil the fleeting Sounds, 
XX Nor mournful Sigh nor Groan be heard, 
=” But Gladnefs dwell on ev'ry Tongue; 
Whilſt all, with Voice and Strings prepar a; 
"4 Keep up the loud harmonious Song, 
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And imitate the Bleſt above 
In Joy, and Harmony, and Love. 
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The Enquiry after bis Miſtreſs. 


Written by HoRATIO TOWNSEND. 


TH9V Shepherd, whoſe intentive Eye, 


O'er ev'ry Lamb, is ſuch a Spie, 
No wily Fox can make em leſs, 
Where may I find my Shepherdeſs ? 
CR 


A little pauſing, then ſaid he, 

How can that Jewel ſtray from thee? 
In Summer's Heat, in Winter's Cold, 
I thought thy Breaft had 

{DD III. 
That is indeed the conſtant Place, 


been her Fold. 


Wherein my Thoughts ſtill ſee her Face, 


And print her Image in my Heart; 
But yet my fond Eyes W. a Part. 
Wich that he ſmiling ſaid, I might 
Of Chloris partly have a Sight, 

And ſome of her Perfe&ions meet 
In ev'ry Flower was'Freſh and Sweet. 


V. 
The growing Lillies bear her Skin, 
The Violets her blue Veins within; 


The bluſhing Roſe new-blown and ſpread 


Her ſweeter Cheeks, her Lips the Red. 
| VI 


The Winds that wanton with the Spring, 


Such Qdours as her Breathing bring; 
But the Reſemblance of her Eyes, 
Was neyer found beneath the Skies. 
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N Air | 
Her charming Voice who ſtrives to hit, 
His Object muſt be higher yet; 5 
or Heav'n, and Earth, and all we ſee 
Diſpers'd, collected is but ſhe. 
| p VIII. 
WA maz'd at this Diſcourſe, methought 
Love and Ambition in me wrought, 
WA nd made me covet to engroſs 


Wealth wou'd prove a publick Loſs. 
: I 


X. 
Nich that I figh'd, aſham'd to fee 
uch Worth im her, ſuch Want in me; 
nd cloſing both mine Eyes, forbid | 
Ire World my Sight, ſince ſhe was hid. 


= 7. ANTHONY HammonD, Ei; 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 

As when a 0 feels the Gad retir'd, 

= >. By whom he had a long time lain inſpir'd, 
Mis Eyes no more with ſacred Fury roul, 

00 more divine Impulſes move his Soul: | 
be Fires that warm'd him, with the God are gone, 
be Deity with-drawn, the Charm is done: | 
snow my Muſe can no more Rapture boaſt, 
ince you went hence, her Inſpiration's loſt. 
gobb'd of her Flame, all languiſhing ſhe lyes, 
Ind, Swan-like, only ſings before ſhe dies. 

Mut you, my Friend, to Jifrem Fortune move, 
end crown your Days with Wine, your Nights with 
In endleſs Bliſs, unbounded Time you waſte, [Love, 
Four raviſhing Delights for ever laſt, 

Tong, long ere this, you've often been poſſeſt, 
Hei all your Wiſh could frame to make you bleſt. 
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The beſt good Men, with the beſt-natur'd Wit, 


And gain a Fame, by mingling with you there, 


And envy this, becauſe *twill firſt arrive. 
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When ou, and Southern, Moyle, and Congreve meet, 


Good Wine, good Company, the better Feaſt, 
And whene'er Wicherly is preſent, beſt, 
Then, then your Joys are perfectly compleat, 
And ſacred Wit is at the nobleſt Height. 

Oh! how I long to be allow'd to ſhare, 


The Country now can be no longer born, 
And ſince you firſt are gone, I muſt return; 
I come, I come, dear Hammond, to purſue 
Pleaſures I cannot know, depriv'd of you. 
Reſtleſs, as Lovers, 'till we meet, I live, 


With Joy I learnt, Dryden deſigns to crown 

All the great Things he has already done. 

No Loſs, no Change of Vigour, can he feel; 
Who dares attempt the ſacred Mantuan till, 
Adieu 

And yet methinks, I owe too much to you, 

To part ſo coldly with a bare Adieu. 

But what Requital can I make you more? 

You've put all Recompence beyond my Power. 
Fain wou'd my working Thoughts contrive a Way; 
For ev'ry gen'rous Man's in Pain to pay. 

Tis not a ſuitable Return I give, 

Yet what it is, my beſt-good Friend receive; 

Take the beſt Wiſhes of a grateful Soul; 

Congreve, and Moyle, and you, poſſeſs it whole, 
Take all the Thanks a Country Muſe can ſend, . 
And in accepting this, oblige your Friend. 2 


MisclLLaNx Pokus. 2 
R . 


By the ſame Hand. 


The Doubts and Hopes that wait on Love, 
And feed, by turns, the raging Fire; 

How charming muſt Fruition prove! 

II, 

When the triumphant Lover feels 
None of thoſe Pains, which once he bore; 
Or, when reflecting on his IIls, 
- He makes his preſent Pleaſure more, 


L III. 

Fro Mariners, who long have lain 

== On a tempeſtuous Ocean toſt, 

WET he Storms, that threatned on the Main, 
= Serve only to indear the Coaſt. 
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A FTER the- Pangs of fierce Deſire, ; 
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A FAREBEWELL o PO BT Rx. 
7 By the ſame Hahd. 
1 | 

S famiſh'd Men, whom pleaſing Dreams delude, 
$2. Scem to grow full with their imagin'd Food: 
peaſe their Hunger, and indulge their Taſte, 
ith fancy'd Dainties, while their Viſions laſt : 
ill ſome rude Hand breaks up the flatt'ring Scene; 
—Ewaken'd, with Regret, they ſtarve again: 
the falſe Muſe prepares her vainer Feaſts, 
Ind ſo ſhe treats her diſappointed Gueſts : 
Vor. IV. 6 13; Ys 
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She promiſes vaſt Things, immortal Fame, 

Vaſt Honour, vaſt Ap Hane, a deathleſs Name; 

But well awake, we And ie all a Dream. 

She tells ſoft Tales, with an inchanting Tongue, 

And lulls our Souls, with the bewitching Song: 

How ſhe, alone, makes Heroes truly Great; 

How, dead long ſince, ſhe. keeps them living yet. 

Shews her Parnaſſus, like a flow'ry Grove, 

Fair, and Delightful, as the Bowers above; 

The fitteſt Place for Poetry and Love. 

We hunt the Pleaſures thro” the fairy Coaſt, 

Till in our fruitleſs Search our ſelves are loſt. 

So the great Artiſt drew the lively Scene 

Where hungry Birds ſnatch'd at the Grapes in vain, 

Tir'd with-the Chaſe, I give the Phantom o'er, 

And am reſolv'd to be deceiv'd no more, 255 
Thus the fond Youth, who long, in vain, has ſtrove, 

With the fierce Pangs of unſucceſsful Love; 5 

With Joy, like mine, breaks the perplexing Chain, 

Freed, by ſome happy Chance, from all his Pain, 5 

With Joy, like mine, he grows himſelf again. 
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To Mr. Wars oN, on his Ephemeris 
ef ibe Celeſtial Motions, preſented to 
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Her Majeſty. 3 
_* 
By Mr. YALDEN. E 


A T, when in full Perfection, is deſign'd 
To pleaſe the Eye, or to inform the Mind: 
This Nobler Piece performs the double Part, 3 
With graceful Beauty, and inſtructive Art. 1 
Since the great Archimedes Sphere was loſt, ot 
The nobleſt Labour, finifh'd it cou'd boaſt: 

No generous Hand durſt that fam'd Model trace, 
Which Greece admir'd, and Rome cou'd only praiſe. 
Thi 
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This you, with Homer Luſtre, have reſtor'd ; 

And taught thoſe Arts we ignorantly ador'd : 

Motion in full Perfection here you've ſhown, 5 

And what Mankind deſpair'd to reach, have done. 
In Artful Frames your Heav'nly Bodies move, 

Scarce brighter in their beauteous Orbs above: 

And Stars depriy'd of all malignant Flames, 

Here court the Eye, with more auſpicious Beams. 

In graceful Order the juſt Planets riſe, | 

And here compleat their Circles in the Skies: 

Here's the full Conſort of revolving Spheres, 

And Heav'n in bright Epitomy appears. . 

With Charms the Ancients did invade the Moon, 

And from her Orb compell'd her ſtruggling down: 

Zut here ſhe's taught a Nobler Change by you, 

And moves with Pride in this bright Sphere below. 

ce, While your Celeſtial Bodies thus I view, 

They give me bright Ideas of the true: | 

WS Inſpir'd by them, my Thoughts dare upward move, 

And viſit Regions of the Bleſt above. 

= Thus from your Hand w' admire the Globe in ſmall, 


1, 


A Copy fair as its Original: 

This Labour's to the whole Creation juſt, 

WT Second to none, and Riyal to the Firſt, 

WT The artful Spring, like the diffuſive Soul, 

= Informs the Machine, and dire&s the whole: 
Like Nature's Self, it fills the ſpacious Throne, 
And unconfin'd ſways the fair Orbs alone; 
r' unactive Parts with awful Silence wait, 
and from its Nod their Birth of Motion date: 
Like Chaos, they obey the pow'rful Call, 
Nove to its Sound, and into Meaſures fall. 
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She promiſes vaſt Things, immortal Fame, | 
Vaſt Honour, vaſt Ap 8 a deathleſs Name; 8 
But well awake, we Rade all a Dream. 
She tells ſoft Tales, with an inchanting Tongue, 
And lulls our Souls, with the bewitching Song: 
How ſhe, alone, makes Heroes truly Great; 
How, dead long ſince, ſhe.keeps them living yet. 
Shews her Parnaſſus, like a flow'ry Grove, 
Fair, and Delightful, as the Bowers above; 8 
The fitteſt Place for Poetry and Love. 
We hunt the Pleaſures thro' the fairy Coaſt, 
Till in our fruitleſs Search our ſelves are loſt. 
So the great Artiſt drew the lively Scene 
Where hungry Birds ſnatch'd at the Grapes in vain, 
Tir'd with-the Chaſe, I give the Phantom o'er, 
And am reſolv'd to be deceiv'd no more. 

Thus the fond Youth, who long, in vain, has ſtrove, 
With the fierce Pangs of unſucceſsful Love; 
With Joy, like mine, breaks the perplexing in, 'Þ 


Freed, by ſome happy Chance, from all his Pain, 
With Joy, like mine, he grows himſelf again. 
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To Mr. Wars ON, on his Ephemeris 
f the Celeſtial Motions, preſented to 
Her Majeſty. 


By Mr. YALDEN. 


OF oC OOF R ... i RY 


RT, when in full Perfection, is deſign'd 
To pleaſe the Eye, or to inform the Mind: 

This Nobler Piece performs the double Part, 
With graceful Beauty, and inſtructive Art. 
Since the great Archimedes Sphere was loſt, 
The nobleſt Labour, finifh'd it cou'd boaſt: 
No generous Hand durſt that fam'd Model trace, 
Which Greece admir'd, and Rome cou'd only praiſe. 
, 9 1 
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This you, with 9 Luſtre, have reſtor'd; 
And taught thoſe Arts we ignorantly ador'd: 
Motion in full Perfection here you've ſhown, 4 
And what Mankind deſpair'd to reach, have done. 
In Artful Frames your Heav'nly Bodies move, 
Scarce brighter in their beauteous Orbs above : 
And Stars depriv'd of all malignant Flames, 
Here court the Eye, with more auſpicious Beams, 
In graceful Order the juſt Planets riſe, 
And here compleat their Circles in the Skies : 
Here's the full Conſort of revolving Spheres, 
And Heav'n in bright Epitomy appears. 27 
With Charms the Ancients did invade the Moon, 
And from her Orb compell'd her ſtruggling down: 
But here ſhe's taught a Nobler Change by you, 
And moves with Pride in this bright Sphere below. 
While your Celeſtial Bodies thus I view, 
They give me bright Ideas of the true: | 
Inſpir'd by them, my Thoughts dare upward move, 
And viſit Regions of the Bleſt above. 


Thus from your Hand w* admire the Globe in ſmall, 


A Copy fair as its Original: 

This Laboyr's to the whole Creation juſt, 
Second to none, and Riyal to the Firſt, 

The artful Spring, like the diffuſive Soul, 
Informs the Machine, and directs the whole: 
Like Nature's Self, it fills the ſpacious Throne, 
And unconfin'd ſways the fair Orbs alone; 
Th' unactive Parts with awful Silence wait, 
And from its Nod their Birth of Motion date: 
Like Chaos, they obey the pow'rful Call, 
Move to its Sound, and into Meaſures fall. 
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Rather than follow ſuch a dull blind Whore. 


5 Was raſhly wounded with a Grecian Spear; 


' 
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Fortuna ſevo Læta negotio, G. 
Out of Horace, | _ 
By the late Duke of BUCKING HAM, 


rtune, made up of Toys and Impudence, 
That Common Jade, that has not Common Senſe; 
But fond of Buſineſs, inſolently dares tr | 
Pretend to Rule, and ſpoils the. World's Affairs; 
She, flutt'ring up and down, her Favours throws 
On the next met, not minding what ſhe does, 5 
Nor why, nor whom ſhe helps, or injures, knows. 
Sometimes ſhe ſmiles, then like a Fury raves; 
And ſeldom truly loves, but Fools or Php 
Let-her love whom ſhe pleaſe, 1 ſcorn to woo her, 
Whilſt ſhe ſtays with me, I'll be civil to her; 
But if ſhe-offers once to move her Wings, 
I'll fling her back all her vain Gew-gaw things; 
And, arm'd with Virtue, will more glorious ſtand, 


DT WY SC 1 


Than if the Bitch ſtill bow'd at my Command: 


I'll marry Honeſty, tho” ne'er ſo poor, 


— 
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To the Honourable Mrs. Momun, on 
Her Recovery. 


By Mr. CHARLES HoPkiNSs. 


AS when the Queen of Love, ingag'd in War, 


All Parties were concern'd to ſee her bleed, 


And he himſelf did firſt repent the Deed: 
6 - He 
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He left th' inglorious Field, with Grief and Shame, 
Where his late Conqueſt had deſtroy'd his Fame, 
So Sickneſs flies from you, with ſuch a Grief, 
Aſham'd that ever ſhe 1 * the Strife. 

Better than Venus in the Fight you fare, 

For tho' more wounded, you're without a Scar. 
All Claim to: you, th' Invader has reſign'd, | 
And left no Marks of Hoſtile Rage behind, 

No Signs, no Tracks of Tyranny, remain, 

But exil'd Beauty is reſtor'd again, x 

Fix'd in a Realm, which was before her owa, 
More firm than ever, ſhe ſecures the Throne. 
Mildly, ah! mildly then, your Pow'r maintain, 
And take Example from Maria's Reign. 

Wide, may your Empire, unders hers, be ſeen, 
The fair V icegerent of the faireſt Queen. 

Thro' you, may all our Prayers to Her, be heard, 
Our humble Verſe, be all, by you preferr'd. 

No Bleſſing can the Pious Suppliant want, 

Where She the Goddeſs is, and you the Saint 
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The Rape of TEUTILI 15 imitated 


from the Latin of Famian. Strada. 


By Mr. TO. YALDEX:. 
The Introductory Argument 


Theutilla, a fair young Virgin, who, to avoid the Ad- 


dreſſes of thoſe many Admirers her Beauty drew a- 
bout her, ven the Habit of à Religious Order, and 
wholly withdrew her ſelf from the Eye and Converſe 
of the World. - But the common Report of her Beauty, 
had ſo inflam'd Amalis (a young Perſon of Quality ) 
with Love; that one Night in a Debauch of Wine, 
he commands his Servants to force her Dormitory, 
and bear off, tho by Violence, the lovely Votreſs. 
Which having ſucceſsfully perform'd, they bring Theu- 
tilla to their expecting Lord's Apartment; the Scene 
of the enſuing Poem. | 


OON as the Tyrant her bright Form ſurvey'd, 
He grew inflam'd with the fair Captive Maid ;, 


A graceful Sorrow in her Looks ſhe bears, 
Lovely with Grief, and beautiful in Tears; 

Her Mien, and Air, reſiſtleſs Charms impart, 
oy an eaſie Paſſage to his Heart. 

Long he deyours her Beauties with his Eyes, 
While thro* his glowing Veins. th' Infection flies: 
Swifter than Lightaing to his Breaſt it came, 
Like that a fair, but a deſtructive Flame. 

Yet ſhe, tho” in her young and blooming State, 
Poſſeſt a Soul, beyond a Virgin's, great: 

No Charms of Youth her colder Boſom move, 


Chaſt were her Thoughts, and moſt averſe to Love. 


And as ſome timorous Hind in Toils betray'd, 
Thus in his Arms ſtrove the reſiſting Maid: 


Thus did ſhe combat with his ſtrict Embrace, 
And ſpurn'd the guilty Cauſe of her Diſgrace. 


Reyenge 


r . _ 
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Revenge ſne courted, but deſpair'd to find 
A Strength, and Vigour, equal to her Mind: 

4 While checks of Shame her willing Hands reſtrain, 
Since all a Virgin's Force, is her Diſdain. 
Yet her Reſolves are nobly fix'd to Die, K 
Rather than Violate her Chaſtity, | 
Than break her Vows to Heav'n, than blot her Fame, 
Or ſoil her: Beauties with a luſtful Flame. 

| The Night from its Meridian did decline, 

n An Hour propitious to the black Deſign : 

2 When Sleep, and Reſt, their peaceful Laws maintain, 
And o'er the Globe b' infectious Silence reign : 
While Death-like Slumbers ey'ry Boſom ſeize, 
je Unbend our Minds, and weary'd Bodies eaſe. 
= Now fond Amalis finds his drooping Breaſt. 

0 Heavy with Wine, with am'rous Cares oppreſt: 

Not all the Joys expecting Lovers feel, 
Js Can from his Breaſt the Pak Charm repel; 
Yo In vain from Wine his Paſſion ſeeks tedrefs, 
Whoſe treacherous Force, the Flame it rais'd, betrays, 
2 Weak and Un- nerv'd his uſeleſs Limbs became, 
Bending beneath their ill- ſupported Frame; 

Vanquiſh'd by that Repoſe from which he flies, 
Now Slumbers cloſe his unconfenting Eyes. 

But ſad Theurilla's Cares admit no Reſt, | 

Repoſe is banifh'd from her mournful Breaſt ; 

A faithful Guard does injur'd Virtue keep, 

And from her weary Limbs repulſes Sleep. 
Oft ſhe reflects with Horror on the Rape, 
Oft tries each Avenue for her Efcape: . 

Tho? ſtill repulſe upon repulſe . 

And finds no paſſage, but for Sighs and Tears. 

Then, with the wildneſs of her Soul let looſe, 

And all the Fury that her Wrong infuſe : 

She Weeps, ſhe Raves, ſhe rends her flowing Hair, 
Wild in her Grief, and raging with Deſpair, 


hs At length her reſtleſs Thoughts an utt'rance find, 
And vent the Anguiſh of her lab'ring Mind: 
Whilſt all diſſolv'd in calmer Tears, ſhe ſaid, 
« Shall I again be to his Arms betray'd! | 

- C 4 Again 
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Again the Toil of loath'd Embraces bear, 
And for ſome blacker Scene of Luſt prepare! 
Firſt may his Bed my guiltleſs Grave — igky 
His Marble Roof my unpolluted Tomb: 
* Then juſt to Honour, and unftain'd in Fame, 


The Urn that hides'my Duſt, conceals my Shame. 


*© Heav'n gave me Virtue, Woman's frail Defence; 

And Beauty, to moleſt that Innocence: 

In vain I call my Virtue to my aid, | 

When thus by treach'rous Beauty I'm betray'd. 

« Yet to this hour my Breaft no Crime has known, 

But coldly Chaſte, with Virgin Brightneſs ſhone, 

As now unſully'd by a Winter's Sun. 

Not Arts, nor ruder Force of Men prevail'd, 

Dis Foe found pity, when my Language fail'd. 
% Oft have theſe violated Locks been torn, 

« And injur'd Face their Savage Fury born: 

Oft have my bloody Robes their Sies confeſt, 

And pointed Daggers glitter'd at my Breaſt; 

% Yet free from guilt, I found ſome w ier Charm 

« To. vanquiſh Luſt, and wildeſt Rage diſarm. 

% But ah! the greateſt Labour's yet behind; 

«© No. Tears can ſoften this obdurate Mind: 

No Prayers inexorable Pity move, 

6 Or guard me from the worſt of Ruins, Love, 

Tho Sleep and Wine allow this kind Reprieve, 

< Yet to the Youth they'll Strength and Fury give : 

c Then, wretched Maid then Fink what Artifice, 

«© What Charm ſhall reſcue from his nerv'd Embrace! 

« When with ſupplies of Vigour next he ſtorms, 

ce And ev'ry dictate of his Luſt performs. 
c But you bleſt Pow'r, that own a Virgin's El 
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ce Protect my Virtue, and defend my Fame, 

« From pow'rful Luſt, and the reproach of Shame. 

ce If I a ftri& religious Life have led, Bed! 
«« Drank the cold Stream, and made the Earth my 
ce Tf from the World a chaſte Recluſe I live, 

« Redreſs my Wrongs, and gen'rous Succour give. 
« Allay this raging Tempeſt of my Mind, 

« A Virgin ſhould be to a Virgin kind: 
TM 5, | e Proſtrate: 
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* Proſtrate with Teas from you I. beg Defence, 
« Or take my Life, or-guard my Innocence, 
While thus th' afflicted Beauty pray'd, ſhe ſpy'd 
A fatal Dagger by. Amalis Side: 
This Weapon's mine, ſhe cries! (then graſp'd it faſt) 
And new the luſtful Tyrant ſleeps his laſt. 
With eager Hands the pointed Steel ſhe draws, 
Ev'n Murder pleaſes in ſo juſt a Cauſe : 
Nor Fears, nor Dangers now Reſiſtance make, 
Since Honour, Life, and dearer Fame's at ſtak e. 
Yet in her Breaſt does kind Compaſtion d 
And fills her Soul with horror of the Dee 
Her Sex's Tenderneſs reſumes its Place, 
And ſpreads in conſcious Bluſhes o'er her Face. 
Now ſtung with the remorſe of Guilt, ſhe cries, 
« Ah frantick Girl, what wild Attempt is this! 
“ Think, think Theutilla, on the Murderer's Doom, 
« And tremble at a Puniſhment to come: 
„ Stain,not thy Virgin Hands with guilty Blood, 
t « And dread to be ſo criminally good. 
« Lay both thy Courage and thy Weapon down, 
« Nor fly to Aids a Maid muſt bluſh to own: 
« Nor Arms, nor Valour with thy Sex agree, 
«« They wound thy Fame, and taint thy Modeſty. 
Thus diff rent Paſſions combat in her Mind, 
Oft ſhe's to * oft to Rage inclin'd : 
Now from her hand the hated Weapon's caſt, 
Then ſeiz'd again with more impetuous haſte :. 
0 Unfix'd her Wiſhes, her Reſolves are yain;. 
x What ſhe attempts, ſhe ſtraight rejects again; 
Her Looks, the Emblems of her Thoughts, appear 
Vary'd with Rage, with Pity and Deſpair :- - 
Alone her Fears -incline to no Extream, 
Equally poiz'd, betwixt Revenge and Shame. 
At length, with more prevailing Rage poſſeſt, 
y Her jealous Honour ſteels her daring Breaſt: 
The thoughts of injur'd Fame new. Courage gave, 
And nicer Virtue now confirms her brave. 
Then the fam'd Judith her whole Mind employs, 
Urges her hand, and ſooths the fatal Choice: 
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This great Example pleas'd, inflam'd by this, 

With wild Diſorder to the Youth ſhe flies; 

One hand ſhe wreaths within his lowing Hair, 

The other does the ready Weapon bear: 

Now guide me, cries, fair Hebrew, now look down, 
«« And P Labours thou haſt undergone. 

Direct the Hand that takes thy Path to Fame, 
«© And be Propitious to a Virgin's Name, 8 
* Whoſe Glory's but a Refuge from her Shame. 
Thus rais'd by Hopes, and-arm'd with Courage now,. 
She with undaunted Looks dire&s the Blow: 

Deep in his Breaſt the ſpacious Wound ſhe made, 
And to his Heart diſpatch'd th” unerring Blade. 

When their expiring Lord the Servants heard, 
Whoſe dying Groans the fatal Act declar'd : 
Like a ferce Torrent with no Bounds they're ſtay'd, 
But vent their Rage on the defenceleſs Maid: 

Not Virtue, Youth, nor Beauty in diſtreſs, 
Can move their ſavage Breaſts to tenderneſs : 
But Death, with horrid Torments they prepare, 


And to her Fate th' undaunted Virgin bear, , 


Tortures and Death ſeem lovely in her Eyes, 
Since ſhe to Honour falls a Sacrifice: | 
Amidſt her Sufferings, {till her Mind is great, S: 
And, free. from Guilt, ſhe triumphs o'er her Fate.. 
But Heay'n, that's ſuff ring Virtue's ſure Reward, 
Exerts its Power, and is it ſelf her Guard: | 
Amalis, conſcious of his black Offence, 
Now feels Remorſe for her wrong'd Innocence ; 
Tho' now he's ſtrugling in the pangs of Death, 
And all Life's 5 Stream is ebbing forth: 
Yet, raiſing up his pale and drooping Head, C 


He recollects his Spirits as they fled, 
And, with his laſt remains of Voice, he ſaid, | 
5 Spare the chaſte Maid, your impious Hands reſtrain, 
« Nor Beauty with ſuch Inſolence prophane : 
„ Learn by my Fate wrong'd Innocence to ſpare, 
« Since injur'd Virtue's Heav'n's peculiar Care. 

But you, brave Virgin, now ſhall ſtand enrol'd 
Amongſt the nobleſt Heroines of old: 2 
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Thy fam'd Attempt, and celebrated Hand, 

| Shall lafting Trophies of thy Glory Rand; 
And, if my Verſe the juſt Rewar can give, 
Theutilla's Name ſhall to new Ages live. 

For to thy Sex thou haſt new Honours won, 
And France now boaſts a Judith of its own. 


—ByBv—̃ 


An Ove, for St. CEcILIA'T Day, 1693. 


Written by Mr. Tho. Yalden, and Compoſed 
by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


I, | 
N Egin, and ftrike th' harmonions Lyre ! 
Let the loud Inftruments prepare 
To raiſe our Souls, and charm the Ear, 
With Joys which Muſick only can inſpire ; 
Hark how the willing Strings obey ! 
To conſecrate this happy Day, 
Sacred to Muſick, Love, and bleſt Cecilia. 
In lofty Numbers, tuneful Lays, 
We'll celebrate the Virgin's Praiſe : 
Her skilful Hand firſt taught our Strings to move, 
Io her this ſacred Art we owe, 
Who firſt anticipated Heay'n below, [Above.. 
And play'd the Hymns on Earth, that ſhe now ſings: 
Ge 
What moving Charms each tuneful Voice contains, . 
Charms that thro' the willing Ear, 
A Tide of pleaſing Raptures bear, 
And, with diffuſive Joys, run thrilling thro' our Veins.. 
The liſtning Soul does Sympathize, 
And with each vary'd Note complies: 
While gay and ſprightly Airs delight, 
Then free from Cares, and unconfin'd, 
It takes, in pleaſing Ecſtaſies,, ity flight. a EY 
; 049+ Y 
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With mournful Sounds, a ſadder Garb it wears, 
Indulges Grief, W looſe to Tears. 

II. 
Muſick's the Language of the Bleſt above, 
No Voice but Muſick's can expreſs 
The Joys that hap Souls poſſeſs, 

Nor in juſt Raptures tell t 
'Tis Nature's Diale&, deſign'd 
To charm, and to inftru& the Mind 

Muſick's an Univerſal Good! 
That does diſpence its Joys around, 

| In all the Elegance of Sound, 

To be by Men admir'd,. by Angels underſtogd.. 
84 | | 


Let ev'ry reſtleſs Paſſion ceaſe to move! 
Abd each tumultuous Thought obey: 
The happy influence of this Day, 
For Mulick's Unity and Love. 
Muſick's the ſoft Indulger of the Mind, 
The kind: Diverter of. our Care, 
The ſureſt Refuge mournful Grief can find; ä 
A Cordial to the Breaſt, and Charm to ev'ry Ear. 
Thus, when the Prophet ſtruck his tuneful Lyre, 
Saul's evil Genius did retire: | | 
In vain were Remedies apply'd, 
In vain all other Arts were try'd; - 
His: Hand and Voice alone the Charm cou'd find, 
To heal his Body, and compoſe his Mind. 
V. 


Now let: the Trumpet's louder. Voice proclaim. 

A ſolemn Jubilee : 
For ever Sacred let it, be, | 
To Skilful Fubal's, and Cecilia's Name. 

Great Jubal Author. of our Lays, . 
Who firſt the hidden Charms of Muſick found: 
And thro? their airy Paths did trace, 

The ſecret Springs of Sound. 
When from Fs: ollow chorded Shell. 
The:ſoft melodious Accents fell, 


- 


je wond'rous Pow'r of Love. 
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With Wonder, and Delight he lay'd, 
While the harmonious Strings his skilful Hand obey'd.. 


But fair Cecilia to. a pitch Divine 
Improv'd her artful Lays: _ 
When to the Organ ſhe her Voice did join, 
In the Almighty's Praiſe; 
Then Choirs: of Liftning. Angels ſtood around, 
Admir'd her Art, and bleſt the Heav'nly Sound:. 
Her Praiſe alone no Tongue can reach, 
But in the Strains her ſelf did teach: 
Then let the Voice and Lyre combine, 
And'in a tuneful Conſort join; _ 
For Muſick's her Rewaxd and Care, 
Above ſh' enjoys it, and protects it here. 
Grand Chorus. 
Then kindly treat this happy Day, 
And grateful Honours to Cecilia pay: 
To her theſe loy'd harmonious Rites belong, 
To her that Tunes our Strings, and ſtill Inſpires. our 
Song. 8 
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The Dedication of the Verſion of Fra- 
caſtorius's Syphilis, to Dn. Truo. 
Hozmss, 


D great Son of Art, this faint effect 

Of a moſt active and unfeign'd Reſpect: 

Numbers that yield (alas !) too juſt ſurvey 

Of Phyſick's growth, and. Poetry's decay: 

That thew a generous Muſe impair'd by Me, 

As much as th' Author's Skill's out-done- by Thee. 
This Indian Conqu'ror's fatal March he ſung, 

To the ſame Lyre kis own Apolld ſtrung ; 

Whoſe Notes yet fail'd the Monfter to aſſwage, 

Reyenging here, invading Spanjard's Rage. A 

; 2 | | Dear 
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Dear was the Conqueſt of a New-found World, 

. Whoſe Plague e'er ſince thro” all the Old is hurl'd. 
Had Prarie, who. in Numbers told ä 

(Numbers more rich than thoſe new Lands of Gold) 

This great Deſtroyer's Progreſs, ſeen this Age, 

And thy Succeſs againſt the Tyrant's Rage, 

Bembus had then been no Immortal Name, 

Thou and thy Art had challenge d all his Flame! 

Thou driv'ft th*Uſurper to his Jaſt Retreats, 

Repairing as thou go'ſt the ruin'd Seats :: 

Thus while the Foe is by thy Art remoy'd, 

The Holds are ſtrengthen'd, and the Soil improv'd. 

Thy happy Conqueſt do's at once expel 

Th' . Force, and inbred Factions quell. 

Thy Patients and Auguſta's Fate's the ſame, 

To riſe more fair and laſting for the Flame: 

While meaner Artiſts this bold Task eſſay, 

T'th' little: World of Man they loſe their way. 

Thou know'ſ the ſecret Paſſes to each Part, 

And, skill'd in Nature, ean'ſt not fail in Art. 

ü N. 147 
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The Story of CE Nx and HALC NONE: 
From the Eleventh Book of Ovid's | 
Metamorphoſes. | 

By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 


ARGUMENT. 

Cey?,. the Son of Lucifer, and King of Trachis, 4 City 
in Theſſaly, having been alarm d by ſeveral Prodi- 
Fes, prepares to go and tonſult Apollo's Oracle at 
Claros, to learn the Will of Heav'n,. and receive the 
God's Inſtructions: His Voyage: The Deſcription of a 
Storm and Shipwrack : The Deſcription of the God of 

Sleep, and bis Palace: The Lamentation of Halcy- 

One, 
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one, the Daughter of Holus, and Wife of Ceyx, fon 
the lofs of her Husband; with the change of both into 
Sea Fowls,  call'd after her Name, Halcyons; are 
the Subjects of the following Verſes ; beginning with 
her Speech. to her Husband, to diſſuade him from his 
intended Voyage. 


OW are you chang'd of late, my Love, how 
So tir d of me, ſo preſſing to be gone? [grown 
bat have I done, to make my Lord remove 
o far from her, who once had all his Love ? 

your Halcyone no longer dear? 

Or, to whatever Place your Courſe you ſteer, & 
an you enjoy yourſelf, and ſhe not there? 

et, if you went by Land, twere ſome Relief, 

For all that wou'd' torment me then, were Grief. 

But now, at once, with Grief and Fear oppreſt, 

\ thouſand anxious Thoughts deſtroy my Reſt, 

And not one dawn of Comfort chears my Breaſt. 
he faithleſs Seas are what, alas! I fear; 

| muſt not let my Ceyx venture there. 

Oft have I heard their troubled Waters roar, 

And ſeen their foaming Waves ſurmount the Shoar. 
Oft ſeen the Wreck come floating to the Coaft, 

And vent'rous Wretches by their Folly loſt. 

Nor have I ſeldom fad Inſcriptions read, | 
On Marble Tombs, which yet inclos'd- no Dead. 
Let me alone, my Ceyx, be beliey'd, 

And be not by your flatt'ring Hopes deceiy'd:. 
Truſt not the Seas, altho” my Father binds. 

Within his rocky Caves, the ſtruggling Winds. 

If once broke loofe, nonght can their Rage reftraing. 
They ſweep o'er all he Faeth, ſwell all the Main 
Drive Clonds on Clouds, by an abortive Birth, 
From their dark Wombs, flaſhing the Thunder forth. 
More, more than what my feeble Words expreſs, 
Which only repreſent their Fury leſs. Y 

Let me perſuade, for I have ſeen them rage, 
een all the Wars, the. fighting Winds cou d * 


—— 
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Did you, like me, their ſbern-Encounters know, 
Ass daring as you are, you wou'd not go. 

If all this fail to move your ſtubborn Mind, 

And you will go, oh! leave me not behind. 

Take me along, let me your Fortunes ſhare, 

There's nought too hard for Love like mine to bear. 

In Storms and Calms togetuer let us keep, 

Fogether brave the Dangers of the Deep. 

The grant of this my flatt'ring Love — 
Which knows no Joys, and feels no Griefs but yours. 


Thus ſpoke the lovely Queen, all drown'd in Tears, 


Nor was her Husband's Paſſion leſs than hers. 
' Yet wou'd he not his firſt Reſolves recall, 
Nor, ſuff*ring her to venture, hazard all. 
He faid-whate'er he fancy'd might. abate | 
Her Griefs, altho' his own were full as great, 
Yet all in vain he labour'd to remove | 
The tender Fears of her Prophetick Love. 
Still the ſame Sighs from her heay'd. Heart ariſe,. 
And the ſame Streams ftill bubble at her Eyes. 
All this ſucceeding not, My Love, he cry'd, 
(The laſt beſt Speech, that cou'd be then apply'd,). 
To you ſhou'd Ceyx Abſence tedious ſeem, 
Believe that yours is not leſs ſo to him: 
For by my Father's brighteſt Fires, I ſwear, 
By your dear ſelf, believe my mournful Dear, 
Ere twice the Moon renews her blunted Horns, 
If Deſtiny permits, your Love returns. 
This juſt ſuffic'd to eaſe her troubled Heart, . 
And of her many Cares, difpel a part. 
And now he bids them launch without delay, 
While ſhe took truce with Grief,. to Sail away. * 
That laſt Command awak'd her fleeping Fears, 
And ſhe again ſeem'd all diffoly'd in Tears. 
Around his Neck her circling Arms ſhe threw, 
And, mix'd with Sighs, forc'd out a faint Adieu. 


(Robb'd of her dear Support) to ſtand alone, 
The laſt ſad Pangs, at parting, ſunk her down. 


Then, as he left her. hold,. too. feeble Foun | 
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Th' impatient Seamen call upon their Lord, : 
And almoſt bear him thence by force, aboard. | 
Then, having fix'd their Oars, begin to ſweep, - 

And cleave, with well-tim'd Stroaks, the yielding Deep. 1 
Faintly, her op'ning Eyes the Ship ſurvey, 12 BY 
Which bears her Lord, and her laſt Hopes away. F 
In their own Tears, her trembling . alls fwim, 
Which hinder'd not, but ſhe diſtinguith'd him: | 
Too diſtant now for Words, aloft he ſtands 

On the tall Deck, and fhe upon the Sands, C 
Wafts her laſt Farewell, with her lifted Hands. 

Then as the Ship drove farther from the Coaſt, 

And that dear Object in the Crowd was loſt ; 

The flying Bark, her following Eyes purſue , 

That gone, the Sails employ'd her lateſt View. 

All out of ſight, ſhe feeks the Widow'd Bed, 
Where Ceyx and her. ſelf ſo oft were laid. 

But now half fill'd, the ſad remembrance mov'd 

Of the dear Man, who made the whole be loy'd, 

By this, the gathering Winds began to blow, 

I Their uſeleſs Oars the joyful Seamen ſtow, | 
Then hoiſt their Yards, while looſen'd from the Maſts 
The wide-ftretch'd Sails receive the coming Blaſts,” - 
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Deſeription of a Storm and Shipmrack. 


Now, far from either Shore, they plow'd their way; 
And all behind them, and before, was Sea: 

When, with the growing Night, the Winds roſe high, 
And ſwelling Seas preſag'd a Tempeſt nigh.. | 

Alond the Maſter cries, Furl all the Sails, 

No longer ſpread, to catch the flying Gales. 

But his Commands are born unheard away, 

Drown'd' in the Roar of a far louder Sea. 

et, of themſelves, their Tasks the Sailors know, 

And are, by former Storms, inſtructed now. | 
dome to the Maſts the ſtruggling Canvas bind, 
ind. leave free paſſage to the raging Wind. 


| 
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Some ſtop the Leaks, while ſome the Billows caſt 
Back on the Sea, which rolls them back as faſt. 
Thus, in Confuſion, they their Parts perform, 
While fighting Winds increaſe th* impetuous Storm, 
Amaz'd, the Pilot ſees the Waves come on, 
Too thick, and faſt, for his weak Skill to ſhun. 
On ev'ry ſide the threat' ning Billows fall, 

And Art is at a loſs to ſcape them all. 

The cries of Men, the ratling of the Shrouds, 


Floods daſh'd on Floods, and Clouds encount' ring 


Clouds ; | | 
Fierce Winds beneath, above a thund'ring Sky, 
Unite their Rage to work the Tempeſt high. 
Vaſt Billows, after Billows, tumbling come, 
And rolling Seas grow white with angry Foam; 
To Mountainous heights the ſwelling Surges riſe, 
Waves pil'd on Waves, ſeem equal with the Skies, 
Now ruſhing headlong with a rapid Force, 


Look black as Hell, to which they bend their Courſe, 


The Ship on rifing Seas is lifted up, 
And now ſeems ſeated on a Mountain top, 
Suryeying thence the Stygian Lakes that flow, 
And roll their diſtant Waters far below ;, 
Now downwards, with the tumbling Billows driy'n, 
From Hell's profoundeſt Depth, looks up to Heav'n 
Waves after Waves the ſhatter'd Veſſel craſh, 
All ſides alike they charge, on all they ruſh. 
While with-a noiſe th' aſſaulting Billows roar, 
As loud as batt'ring Rams, that force a Tow'r. 
As Lions, fearleſs, and ſecure from Harms, 
Ruſh with prodigious Rage on pointed Arms : 
Chat'd, if repuls'd, they run the fiercer on, 
And laſh themſelves to Fury, as they run. 
So roll the Seas, with ſuch reſiſtleſs force, 
And gather ſtrength in their impetuous Courſe : 
Nov ſtart the Planks, and leave the Veſlel's ſides 
Wide open, to receive the conqu'ring Tides : 
In at the Breach, the raging Waters come, 


All preſling to purſue their Conqueſt home. 
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Eierce Neptune now, who long alone had ſtrove, 
(As if too weak himſelf) ſeeks aid from Jove. 
Whole Heay'n diſſolves in one continu'd Rain, 
Deſcending, in a Deluge, to the Main, d 

Whoſe mounting Billows toſs it back again: 
Seeming, by turns, each other to ſupply ; 

The Sky the Seas, and now the Seas the Sky. 
Showers join with Waves, and pour in Torrents down, 
And all the Floods of Heav'n and Earth grow one. 
No glimpſe of Light is ſeen, no Sparkles fly 

From friendly Stars, thro' the benighted Sky. 
Double the. horrour of the Night is grown, 

The Tempeſt's Darkneſs added to her own : 

Till Thund'ring Clouds ftrike out a diſmal Light, 
More dreadful than the depth of blackeſt Night. 
Upwards the Waves, to catch the Flames, aſpire, 
And all the rolling Surges ſeem on fire. 

Now o'er the Hatches, mad with Rage, they towre ; 
And ſtrive, poſleſs'd of them, to conquer more: 
As a brave Soldier, whom the ſtrong Deſire, 

And burning Thirſt of Glory ſet on Fire, 

With more than common Ardour in his Breaft, 
And 4 co Hopes, ſpurr'd farther than the reſt , 
Oft ſcales, in vain, a well-defended Town, . 
But mounts at length, and leaps victorious down. 
Alone, of all, the dreadful ſhock abides, 

While thouſand others periſh by his ſides. 

So the tenth Billow, rolling from afar, | 
More vigorous than the-reft, maintains the War : 
Now gains the Deck, and with ſucceſs grown bold, 


Pours thence in Eon 6: down, and facks the Hold. 


Part, ftill without, the batter'd ſides aſſail, 

And where that led the way, attempt to ſcale. 

As in a Town, already half poſſeſt, 

by Foes within it, and without it preſt; 

All tremble, of their laſt Defence bereft, 

And ſee no hope of any Safety left. 

No Aid their oft-ſucceſsful Arts can boaſt ; 

At once their Courage and their Skill is loſt, 
| i Hlelp- 


* 
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Helpleſs, they ſee the raging Waters come, 

Each threatens Death, and each preſents a Tomb. 
One mourns his Fate in loud Complaints and 2 


Another, more aſtoniſh'd, quite forbears - 
From Sighs, or Words, too faint to tell his Fears. 


This, calls them bleſs'd, who Funeral Rites receive, 


Poſſeſs'd, in quiet, of a peaceful Grave. 

This, rears his ſuppliant Hands unto the Sky, 
And vainly looks to what he cannot ſpy. 

This, thinks upon his Friends he left behind, 
And his (now Orphan) Children rack his Mind ; 
Halcyone, alone, cou'd Ceyx ſtir, | 

His anxious Thoughts ran all alone on her. 

One farewell View of her was all his Care, 

And yet he then rejoyc'd ſhe. was not there. 

For a laſt Look, fain wou'd he turn his Eyes 

On her Abode, but knows not where it lyes. | 
The Seas ſo whirl, with ſuch. prodigious Might, « 
While pany Clouds; obſcuring Heav'n from Sight, 
Encreaſe the native horrour of the Night. . - 
Now ſplits the Maſt, by furious  Whirlwinds torn, 

And now, the Rudder to the Seas is born. . | 
A Billow, with thoſe Spoils encourag'd,. rides 
Aloft, in Triumph o'er the lower Tides. 
Thence, as ſome God had pluck'd up Rocks, and throw 
Whole Mountains on the Main; ſhe tumbles down. 
Down goes the Ship, with her unhappy Freight, 
Unable to ſuſtain the preſſing Weight. | 
Part of her Men along with her are born, 

Sunk in a Gulph, whence they muſt ne'er return. 
Part catch at Planks, in hopes to float to Shore, 
Or ſtem the Tempeſt, till its rage is o'er, 

Ev'n Ceyx of the like Support poſſeſt, 

Swims, undiſtinguiſh'd now, among the reſt: 

To his Wife's Father, and his own, prefers 

His ardent Vows for help, which neither hears ; 
To both repeats: his ſtill-negle&ed' Prayer, 

Calls oft on both, but oftner calls on her. 

The more his Danger grew, the more it brought 


Her dear Remembrance to his reſtleſs Thought. 
W hoſe 


e, 


WY 


ole 
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V hoſe dying wiſh, was, that the friendly Stream 
ou'd roll him to thoſe Coaſts, whence late he came, 


ro her dear Hands, to be interr'd by them. 


till; as the Seas a breathing Space afford, 

alcyone rehears'd, forms ev'ry Word. 

uf of her Name, his Lips, now ſinking, ſonnd, 
hen the remaining half in him was drown'd. 

kn huge black arch of Waters, which had hung 
igh, in the gloomy Air, and threat'ned long, 


Wurſting aſunder, hurls the dreadful Heap 


Il on his Head, and drives him down the Deep. 
is Father Lucifer, that diſmal Night, 
ought to retire, to ſhun the Tragick Sight, 

but, ſince he cou'd not leave his deſtin'd Sphere, 


drew round the blackeſt Clouds to veil him there, 


Mean-while, his Wife counts ev'ry tedious hour, 


Ind knew not yet, ſhe was a Wife no more; 


ut works two Robes againſt his wiſh'd Return, 

0 be by her, and her dear Ceyx, worn, 

he pays her Vows to ev'ry Pow'r Divine, 

Ind pays them frequenteſt at Juno's Shrine, 

zribes ev'ry Goddeſs, at a mighty coſt 

df precious Gums, but till bribes ber at moſt. 

ain were the Gifts fhe offer'd in her Fane, 

he made her loaded Altars ſmoak in vain : 

V here, for his Life, and ſafe Return, ſhe pray'd, 

V ho was already loſt, already dead. | 

et me again, the cry'd, my Ceyx fee; | 

nd, while away, by your ſevere Decree, 5 

et him give none the Love that's due to me. 

et none, ſhe pray'd, before me be preferr'd; 

ind this.alone, of all her Prayers, was heard. 

he pitying Goddeſs wou'd no more receive 

ows for that Succour, which ſhe cou'd not give, 

ut from her Altar ſhakes her awful Hand, 

ind gives her faithful Iris this Command, 

Haſte quickly, where the drowſie God of Sleep, 

emote from Day, does his dark Manſions keep; 

ell him, I bid him in a Dream reveal | | 

o ſad Halcyone, how Ceyx fell. N 
All 
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| All his Misfortunes in her 1 unfold, 
And by the Viſion let her Loſs 


And all her Orient Bow o'er Heav'n di lay'd, 


No Voice of Man is heard, no Human Call 


At the Cave's Mouth ſpring pregnant Poppies up, 
And hide the Entrance with their baleful top. 


be told. | 

Thus ſpeaks the Queen of Heav'n; nor Iris ſtays 
To make Reply, but as ſhe ſpeaks, obeys... 
Strait in a thouſand-colour'd: Robe array'd, 


Downwards ſhe ſlides, to find the dark Abode, 
And bear her Meſſage to the Slothful God. 


Deſcription of the God of Sleep, and bis 
Palace. PSY 


Near the Cimmerians, hid from Human ſight, 
Lyes a vaſt hollow Cave, all void of Light; : 
Where, — in Earth, the God his Court maintain 
And undiſturb'd, in Eaſe and Silence reigns. 
Not ſeen by Phœbus, at his Morning riſe, 

Nor at Mid-day, with his moſt 2 Eyes, 

Nor when, at Evening, he deſcends the Skies. 
Thick, gloomy Miſts, come ſteaming from the Ground 
And the Fog ſpreads a dusky Twilight round. 4 
No creſted Fowls foretel the Day's return, | 
Nor with ſhrill Notes call forth the ſpringing Mon 

No watchful Dogs the ſecret Entry keep, | 
Nor Geeſe, more watchful, guard the Court of Sleep 
No tame nor ſavave Beaſt dwells there, no Breeze 
Shakes the till Boughs, or whiſpers thro* the Trees, 


A 
* 
1 
4 


Sounds thro' the Cave, deep Silence reigns o'er all. 
Yet from the Rock, a ſilver Spring flows down, 
Which purling o'er the Stones, glides gently on. 
Her Ay Streams with pleaſing Murmurs creep, 
At once inviting, and aſſiſting Sleep. 


Whoſe drowſie Juice affords the nightly Birth 
Of all the Sleep, diffus'd, and ſhed on Earth, 
No Guards the Paſſage to tlis Court ſecure, 


No jarring Hinge ſuſtains a creaking Door, 
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et in the midſt, with ſable Cov'rings ſpread, 

igh, but unſhaken, ſtands a downy Bed; 

Where his ſoft Limbs the ſlothful Monarch lays, 
diſſolv'd in endleſs Luxury and Eaſe. | 

Wantaſtick Dreams lye ſcatter'd on the Ground, 

\nd compaſs him in various Figures round: 

ore num'rous than the Sands that bind the Seas, 

r Ears of ſtanding Corn, or Leaves of Trees. 

Nut ris, now arriv'd, Divinely bright, 

ills all the Palace with unuſual Light, 

Wer Garments flowing with diffuſive: Beams, 

Wild the dark Cell, and chaſe the trighted Dreams. 

way they fly, to leave her Paſſage clear, 

nd ſhun the Glories, which they cannot bear. 

he God his Eye-lids ſtruggles to unlooſe, 

eal'd, by his deep unbroken Slumbers, cloſe. 

alf way his Head he rears, with ſluggiſh Pain, 

IV hich: heavily, anon, ſinks down again. 

Wrequent Attempts, without Succefs, he makes, 

But, at the laſt, with long. endeavour, wakes. 

alf rais'd, and half reclining in his Bed, 

und leaning on his Hands his nodding Head, 

ich fault'ring Words, he asks the Heav'nly Fair, 

bat Meſſage from her Goddeſs brought her there ? 

t once the God, and. Goddeſs ſne obeys, 

Deliv'ring her Commands, in Words like theſe. 

Thou Peace of Mind, thou moſt propitious Pow'r, 

Thou meekeſt Deity that Men adore ; 

Thou, who giv'ſt Eaſe to ev'ry troubled Breaſt, 

And ſet'ſt tir'd Limbs, and fev'riſn Souls at Reſt; 

hou, at whoſe Preſence Cares and Sorrows flee, 8 


15 


Inder whoſe Guard the fetter'd Slave is free, 

overs, the worſt of Slaves, ſtill finding eaſe in thee: \ 

end thou a Dream, aſſuming Ceyx Form, 

ike him appearing ſhipwrack'd in a Storm; 

rom whoſe pale Lips bis widow'd Queen may know 

is certain Loſs, and her as certain Woe. N 

Here ends the ſhining Nymph, who dares not ſtay 

or farther Words, but flies in haſte away. | 1 
| She 
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She feels the thick' ning Miſts e to riſe, 

And conqu'ring Sleep ſteal o'er her yielding Eyes. 
Thence, by her painted Bow, her Courſe ends, 
And, the ſame way ſhe came, again aſcends. 
Around his drowſie Off-ſpring goes the God, 
And chuſes Morpheus from among the Crowd. 
None can, like him, a perfect Man expreſs, 

His Speech, and Mien, Fs Action, and his Dreſs. 
But he alone in Human Shape appears, 

W hile the leſs noble Forms a ſecond wears, 

Of Snakes, or Birds, of Lions, or of Bears, 
Still there's a third, ſtill meaner in degree, 
Which ſhows a Field, a River, or a Tree, 
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Of things inanimate, preſents the Scene, ; 

Hills, Valleys, Ships, or Houſes, Earth or Main, He 
Theſe three to Generals, Kings, or Courts, belong H 
More vulgar Dreams wait the more vulgar Throng. h 
The firſt of theſe, their Monarch ſets at large, In 
Diſpatch'd to Trachis, on Thumantia's 8 She 
Then ſtagg' ring he- returns, and ſeeks his Bed, 0¹ 
In whoſe ſoft Down he ſinks his drooping Head. he 
Again his Eye-lids are with Sleep oppreſt, h 
And the whole God diſſolves again to Reſt. Stay 


Swift as a Thought, and ſecret as the Night, 
Morpheus, on noiſeleſs Pinions, takes his flight. 
His fleeting Wings their ſilent Courſe purſue; Start 
Soft, as the liquid Air they travell'd through. 
Who, now arriy'd, lays by his uſeleſs Plumes, | 
And Ceyx Form, in his own Court, aſſumes. or 1 
Naked he ſtood; as late bereay'd of Life, 7 
Cloſe by the Bed of his unhappy Wife. 


His Hair ftill dropping ſeem'd, ſtill wet his Beard, it O1 


Still ap dy. with the Cold, all his pale Frame ap 
ear'd. | N gu tf | 
When, Toh a mournful Geſture, o'er the Bed, . 
Penſively hanging his dejected Head, f 
All drown'd in well-diſſembled Tears, he ſaid; 
Is not your Ceyx, wretched Woman, known ? 
Is he ſo alter'd, or forgot ſo ſoon ? Wb: 


* | 
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Furn here, Halcyone, behold him loſt, 
Or in your Ceyx ſtead, behold his Ghoſt, 
To the relentleſs Gods, in vain, you pray d, 
You are deceiv'd, alas! and I am dead, 
WS Surpriz'd by Storms, in the Ægean Sea, * 
Which caſt my Life and all thy Hopes away. 
Where, as I call'd on thy lov'd Name, my Breath, 
Wich half thy Name pronounc'd, was ſtop'd in Death. 
WW This from no doubtful Meſlenger you Hear, 
Tis 1 who tell it, I, who periſh'd there. 
BE Ariſc, and weep, now let your Eyes run o'er, 
Your once-loy'd Ceyx is, alas ! no more, 
Net a few Tears be to my Mem'ry paid; | 
And, as you lov'd me living, mourn me dead, 
Nie ſpeaks, and adds, to theſe his doleful Words, 
WA Voice, ſhe too well knew, expreſs'd her Lord's. 
he ſame the Geſture of his Hands appears, 
Inforc'd his Action, and wy. his Tears. 
Phe, frighted with the Viſion, ſighs and weeps, 
orn with moſt mortal Anguiſh, as ſhe ſleeps ; 
hen ſtretches out her Arms, to hold him there, 
hich came back empty, thro” the yielding Air. 
y, ſtay, ſhe cries, ah! whither wou'd you now? 
e'll go together, if again you go. 
Vith her own Voice, and her dead Husband's ſight, 
Starting, ſhe leaves her Dream, but not her Fright, 
\wak'd, ſhe turns her fearful Eyes around, =P 
And looks for him, who cou'd no more be found. 
or now her Maids, rais'd with her Shrieks, were come, 
And with their Lamps enlighten'd all the Room. 
ot ſeeing what ſhe ſought, enrag'd, ſhe tare, 
\t once, her Face, her Habit, and her Hair : 
hen ask'd theCauſe,whence ſuchDeſpair ſhou'd i pring, 
nd what ſad Loſs cou'd ſuch DiſtraQion bring ? 


he wrings her Hands, and beats her panting Breaſt; 6 


* 


ap 
ong ſilent, in a load of Sorrow preſt, 
But thus, at laſt, her cruel Loſs confeſt. | 
There's no Halchone, ah! none, ſhe cry'd ; 
With Ceyx, dearer than her ſelf, ſhe Dy'd, 85 
D 


ru V or. IV. © : Now, 


— 
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Now, let no Sounds of Comfort reach mine Ear, 
All mention of a future Hope forbear, 5 
Leave me, oh! leave me to my juſt Deſpair. 

Ah! theſe, theſe Eyes, my ſhipwrack'd Lord did ſee, 
And knew, too well, it cou'd be none but he. 

Theſe Hands I ſtretch'd, in hopes to make him tay, 
But from theſe Hands he ſlid unfelt away. 

No mortal Graſp cou'd hold his fleeting Ghoſt, 

And I, a ſecond time, my Ceyx loſt. | 

He look'd not with the ſame Majeſtick Grace, 
As when he liv'd, nor ſhone his awful Face 5 
With the peculiar Glories of his Heay'nly Race. | 
His Eyes were fix'd, -and all their Fires gone out, 5 
No longer roll'd their ſparkling Beams about; W 
The Colour from his faded Cheeks was fled, W 1 
And all his Beauty with himſelf lay dead, Kd = - 
Retaining nought at all, except the-Shade. \ 
Retaining ſtill, tho' all the reſt was gone, 8 
Too much, alas! to make his Shadow known: þ 
Pale, wan, and meagre, by the Bed he ſtood, 7 
His Hair ſtill dropping with the briny Flood: 8 


Here, here in this, ah! this unhappy place, T 
»Twas here he ſtood, ſhecry'd; and ſought to trace, v 
But found no foot-ſteps of his airy Pace. Pt 
Oh! this, this my too true preſaging Soul divin'd, Sl 
When you forſook me, to purſue the Wind. Ar 
But, ſince compell'd b _— Fate you went, Pit 
And this was deſtin'd for the fad Event; 1 
Oh! that together we had put to Sea, Ne 
That ſo, with you, it might have ſwallow'd me. Shi 
Abſent I'm loſt ; and ah! tho' not with you, W 
Yet am I wreck'd, yet am I ruin'd too, Ap 
Oh! I were ſprung from a moſt ſavage Kind, An 
My Soul as barb'rous as the Seas, or Wind, No 
If 1, now you are gone, ſhou'd wiſh to ſtay behind. Thi 
No, Ceyx, no; my much-loy'd Lord, I come: He! 
And tho” not laid together in a Tomb; Ti: 
Tho' far from mine your floating Corps is born, WI 


Nor with my Aſhes mingl'd in an Urn; F 


- 
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Yer on one Marble ſhall our Names be told, 

And the ſame; Stone ſhall both our Stories hold. 

Where Ages, yet unborn, with praiſe ſhall read, 

How I diſdain'd to live, when you were dead. 
Here, choak'd with Grief, ſhe the ſad Tale gave o'er, 

Her ſwelling Sorrows wou'd permit no more, 

Sobs, mingled: with her words, their accents part, 

And Sighs fly faſter from her throbbing Heart. 

Now dawns the Day, when ſhe, with fearful. haſte, 

Goes to that Shore, where She had ſeen him laſt. 

There, while ſhe ſtood reflecting on her Loſs, 

Forgetting; nought that might augment her Woes : ' 

Here he took Leave, ſhe cry'd, and here, ſhe ſaid, 

Unwilling to be gone, again he ſtaid; 

He gave me hexe, alas! the laſt Embrace, | 

Then launch'd from this, ak! this unhappy place. 

While, all that paſt, ſhe labour'd to recall, 

Severely for her ſelf rememb'ring all; 

And while around her watry Eyes ſurve | 

The wave-beat Coaſt, and the ſtill-troubled Sea, 

Something ſhe ſpies, from far, come floating on, 

Tho” at the firſt, too diſtant to be known; 

Which, as the Tide drove nearer to the Coaſt, 

Preſents a Man in a late Shipwrack loſt, . 

She pities him, whom yet ſhe does not know, 3 

And mourns his Fate, ſince Ceyx periſh'd ſo. 

Pities his Wife, if he a Wife had left, | 

Like her, of all ſhe reckon'd dear, bereft. by 

Now floating nearer to the fatal Shore, me 

She eyes him more diſtinctly than before, 

While all her Hopes diminiſh,all her Fears grow more: 

Apace her beating Heart begins to pant, 

And all, at once, her ſinking Spirits faint, 

Now, on the Beach, by toſſing Billows thrown, | 

The Coarſe, was to her ſad confuſion, known, 

Her felf, the Wife ſhe mourn'd, the Man her own, 

'Tis he, ſhe cry'd, my Dear, my Shipwrack'd Lord, 

Whom I but too too juſtly haye deplor'd, 

Then, with her Hands ftretch'd to him, where helay, 


She ſaid what Grief wou'd give her leave to ſay, 


D 2 Fed 


Fed with falſe Hopes, have I your abſence born? | 


While all the Winds Iye huſn'd, the Waves aſleep. 


* 
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And is it thus, ah! thus, that you return? | 

And do 1 live, and you bereay'd of Life? . © 

Ah! wretched Man, but more, more wretched Wife! 
Far, in the Sea, a Peer erected ſtood, 

To break the rapid Fury of the Flood; 

Thither (almoſt beyond belief) ſhe ſprings, _ 

Born thro' the yiel ing Air, on new-grown Wings. 

Along the ſurface of 'the Sea ſhe flies, 

And wonders at her own unuſual. Cries; 

Now hev*ring o'er his pale, and bloodlefs Coarſe, 

In new-found Notes laments her ſad Divorce 

Now ſtooping, perches on his wat'ry Face, 

And gives him, with her BHI, a ſtrange Embrace. 

Whether he felt it, or the circling Flood 

Then chanc'd to move him, is not yet allow'd; 

Yet he took Senſe, from her tranſporting Touch, 

(Ev*n in the Dead, the force of Love is ſuch.) 

Aloft his now reviving Head he rears, 

And mounts on Pinions which reſemble hers. 

Both chang'd to Birds, their Wings together move, 

And nought remain'd unchang'd, 'except their Love. 

In cloſe Embraces, as before, they join'd, | 


And now, -o'er Seas, produce, and ſpread their Kind, | — 
Seven Days ſhe fits upon her Hoating Neſt, — 
While each rude Blaſt impriſon'd, and ſuppreſt, 
Cloſe in its Cavern, 'leaves the Sea at Reit oy 


Then every Sail may fafely truſt the Deep, 


I 
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The Forct of JeALovs IE. To 4 

Lady acting if her Sex was as ſen- 
ſible of that Paſſion as Men. 


An Alluſion to 


o Quam cruentus Fœmina⸗ ſtimulat Dolor. 
| | Seneca's Hercules OEtæus. 


By Mr. Taro. Ya LDEN. 


HAT raging Thoughts tranſport the Woman's 
Breaſt, . 

That is with Love, and Jealouſie poſſeft! 

More with Revenge, than ſoft Deſires ſhe burns, 

Whoſe lighted. Paſſion meets no kind Returns; 


That courts the Youth with long-negle&ed Charms, 
And finds her Rival happy in his Arms, . . 


Dread Scylla's Rocks 'tis ſafer to engage, 


And truſt a Storm, than her deſtructive: Rage-:: 


Not Waves contending with a boift'rous Wind, 

Threaten ſo loud, as her tempeſtuous Mind: 

For Seas grow calm, and raging Storms abate, 

But moft implacable's a Woman's hate: 

Tygers and. Savages leſs wild appear, 

Than that fond Wretch abandon'd to Deſparr. 
Such were the Tranſports Deianira felt, 

Stung with a Rival's Charms, and Husband's Guilt ; 

With ſuch Deſpair ſhe view'd the captive Maid, 

Whoſe fatal Love her Hercules betray d; 

Th' unchaſt 76le, but divinely Fair! 

In Love Triumphant, tho” a Slave in Var: 

By Nature lewd, and form'd for ſoft delight, 

Gay as the Spring, and Fair as Beams of Light; 

Whoſe blooming Youth wou'd wildeſt Rage diſarm; 

And ey'ry Eye, but a fierce Rival's, charm, 
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That reap'd the Joys of her abandon'd Bed! 
Her furious Looks with wid Diſorder glow, 


The mournful Tale of her forſaken Love. 


Whulſt in her Looks the lively Forms appear, 


Oft o'er her Face the riſing Bluſhes ſpread, 


j4 - Ti FounrTn PAT F 
Fix'd with her Grief the Royal Matron ſtood, 
When the fair Captive in his Arms ſhe view'd: 
With what regret her Beauties ſhe ſurvey d, 
And curſt the Pew'r of the too lovely Maid. 


Looks that her Envy and Reſentment ſhow ! 
To blaſt that fair deteſted Form ſhe tries, 
And Lightning darts from her diſtorted Eyes. 

Then o'er the Palace of falſe Hercules, | = 
With Clamour, and impetuous Rage ſhe flies; _ 
Late a dear Witneſs of their mutual Flame, ; 

But now th' unhappy Object of her Shame; 
Whoſe conſcious Roof can yield her no Relief, 
But with polluted Joys upbraids her Grief, 

Nor can the ſpacious Court contain her now; 
It grows a Scene too narrow for her Woe.' 
Looſe and undreſt all Day ſhe ftrays alone, 
Does her Abode and loy'd Companions ſhun, 
In Woods complains, and ſighs in ey'ry Grove, 


r mocaOoO,1 


Her Thoughts to all th' extreams of Frenzy fly, 
Vary, but cannot eaſe her Miſery :* 


= — 


Of Envy, Fondneſs, Fury and Deſpair. 
Her Rage no conſtant Face of Sorrow wears, 
Oſt ſcornful Smiles ſucceed loud Sighs and Tears: 


Her glowing Eye-Balls turn with fury red; 
Then pale and wan her alter'd Looks appear, 
Paler than Guilt, and drooping with Deſpair. 
A tide of Paſſions ebb. and flow within, 
And oft ſhe ſhifts the Melancholy Scene : 
Does all th' exceſs of Woman's Fury ſhow, 
And yields a large yariety of Woe. 

Now calm as Infants at the Mother's Breaſt, 
Her Grief in ſofteſt Murmurs is expreſt: 
She ſpeaks the tend'reſt Things that Pity move, 
Kind are her Looks, and Languiſhing with Love. 


Then. 


a 
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Then loud as Storms, and raging as the Wind, 
She gives a looſe to her diſtemper'd Mindz 
With Shrieks and Groans ſhe fills the Air around, 
And makes the Palace her loud Gries reſound., _ 

Wild with her W ſhe like a Fury ſtrays, 
A Fury, more than Wife of Hercules: 


Her Motion, Looks, and Voice, proclaim her Woes, 


While Sighs, and broken Words, her wilder Thoughts 
diſcloſe. : 
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tion of the Third Bo ox of V 18+ 
| GIL'S Georgicks. | 


PINDARICK ODE: 
By Mr. Joh DENN IS. | 


Wile mounting with expanded Wings 3 
The Mantuan Swan unbounded Heav'n explores; 
While with Seraphick Sounds he Towring Sings, 
Till to Divinity he Soars: 
Mankind ſtands wond'ring at his Flight, 
Charm'd with his Muſick, and his Height: 
Which both tranſcend our Praiſe. 
Nay Gods incline their raviſh'd Ears, 
And tune their own harmonious Spheres: 
To his Melodious Lays. * 
Thou, Dryden, canſt his Notes recite > 
In modern Numbers, which expreſs 
Their Muſick, and their utmoſt Might: 
Thou, wondrous Poet, with Succeſs 
Canſt emulate his Flight. 


Sometimes of humble Rural Thongs 
Thy Muſe, which Keeps great Maro ſti 
D 4 
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And to this under World his Journey bends, 


- 


In middle Air with varied Numbers Sings; 
And ſometimes her ſonorous Flight 
To Heay'n ſublimely Wings. 
But firſt rakes time. with Majeſty to riſe, 
Then, without Pride, divinely Great, 
She mounts her Native Skies; 
And, Goddeſs-like, retajps her State 
When down again ſhe flies. | 
Commands, which Judgment gives, ſhe ſtill obeys, 
Both to depreſs her Flight, and raiſe. | 
Thus Mercury from Heav'n deſcends, 


When Jove his dread Command has giv'n. 
But, ſtill, Deſcending, | Dignfty maintains, 
As much a God upon our humble Plains, 
As when he, Tow'ring, re-aſcends to Heay'n, 
III. e 
But when thy Goddeſs takes her Flight, 
With fo much Majeſty, to ſuch a Height 

As can alone ſuffice to prove, 

That ſhe deſcends from mighty Jove: | 
Gods! how thy Thoughts then riſe, and ſoar, and 
Immortal Spirit animates each Line, [ ſhine! 
Zach with bright Flame that fires our Souls is crown'd, 

Each has Magnificence of Sound, 

And Harmony Divine. 

Thus the firſt Orbs in their high Rounds, 

With Shining Pomp advance; 

And to their own Celeſtial Sounds 

Majeſtically Dance. | 

On, with eternal Symphony they row, 
Each turn'd in its harmonious Courſe, 
And each inform'd, by the prodigious Force 

Of an Empyreal Soul. 
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2 ANONTMUS. 


XI7E Gods! the Raptures of that Night? 
1 What Fierce Convulſions of Delight! 
How in each other's Arms involv'd, 

We lay Confounded, and Difloly'd ! 

Bodies mingling, Sexes blending, 
Which ſhou'd moſt be loſt contending. ? 
Darting fierce, and flaming Kiſſes, | 

Plunging into boundleſs Bliſfes ; 

Our Bockes, and our Souls on Fire, 

Toft by a Tempeſt of Deſire: 

'Till with rho. Fury driv'n 

Down, at once we ſunk to Heav'n. 


8 — 
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O, Love, thy Banners round the World diſplay, 
And teach Rebellious Mortals to obey; 
Triumph o' er thoſe, who proudly flight thy Pow'r, 
And make them, what they now Deride, Adore, 
If any yet can be ſo ſenſeleſs grown, 
To ſcorn thy Pleaſures, and approve their own : 
To Conquer, only bid 'em Taſte, and Know, | 
And ſoon their fancy'd Pleaſures they'll forego, 
And ſoon acknowledge thee, the, Lord of all below. 
Convince the reading Sots, who wou'd ſeem. Wiſe, 
And cloak their Follies by a grave Diſguiſe; | 
The learned Ignorants will ſtraight lay by 
Their uſeleſs Books, and, joyful, follow thee. 
Bleſt be the-Day, when firſt · Celinda came 
To me Deſpairing, and reveal'd her Fame; 
= 5 5 When 
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When bluſhing ſne her Paſſion did diſcloſe, 
And ſofteſt Words, and tender'ſt Accents choſe 5 
To make me Happy, and compleat my Joys. 
Oh! what a Rapture did my Soul ſurround, 
When firſt I heard the dear tranſporting Sound! 
« Now, Youth, ſaid ſhe, your Fears and Doubts re. 
% For know 'tis you, and only you I Love; ſmoye, 
+ & And that you may my Love unfeign'd believe, 
« Take all d ou can ask, or I can give. 
While tell-tale Bluſhes told me what ſhe meant, 
And wiſhing- Looks betray'd her kind Intent. 
Encourag'd thus, I boldly did inyade 
With eager ardour the forgiving Maid; 
But when I claſp'd her Body cloſe to mine, 
'was more than Rapture all! 'twas all Divine! 
Such Joys I knew, as Words want Pow'r to tell, 
Joys! which the feeble reach of Thoughts excel : 
My Soul, r at the exceſs of Joy, | 


Unable to ſuſtain it, wing'd away, 
Wil all entranc'd, and ecſtaſi'd I lay, 
Paeell me, ye mighty Learned, (if you know) 
Where did my Soul in that ſhort Tranſport go? 
Did it with willing haſte to her depart? * 
It did, I'm fure it did, and flutter d round her Heart; 
Bleſt with the unknown Beauties of the Fair, 
It heav'd, it trembled, and it panted there, 
Unwilling to depart, twou'd ſtill remain, 
But all the weak Efforts to ſtay were yain, 
A Kiſs reſtor'd the Fugitive again: PALL 
That Kiſs which wou'd a Long Dead Corps revive, 
Reverſe its Doom, and kindly make it live; 
My Soul re-enter'd, we repeated o'er 
A Thouſand Joys, unknown to both before, 
Pardon me, Love, (thou Pow*rful Deity) 
That I fo long abſtain'd from taſting thee : 
I thought indeed (vain Fool!) in Books to meet 
With eld Wiſdom, and with true Delight: 
To noiſie Nothings I betray'd my Eaſe, 
And idly dreamt away my ſprightly Days; 
| eek | 


- 
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But now, Graun, late) my Errors I perceive, 
And know, I only now. begin to Live: 
Hence, ye uſurping Whimſies, hence retreat, 
Whilſt exil'd Love regains its lawful Seat; 


3 
of 
* 
; 
. 


For 1, with Titus, ſhould repenting ſay, | 

Thoſe Bleſſings wanting, I have loſt a ; 5 

No time ſhall paſs without that dear Delight, | 

I'll talk of Love all Day, and act it all the Night; 

Pleaſure and 1, as to one Goal deſign'd 

Will run with equal pace, while. Sorrows flag behind. 
O that I had yaw. Eve's unbounded Might, 

To lengthen Pleaſures, and extend a Night! 

Three trivial Nights ſhou'd not my With ombine © 


Whole Tears themſelyes, and Ages ſhou'd. combine 
To make my Joys as laſting, as Divine. 

Then wou'd I lye enclos'd within her Arms, 
Fierce as my Love, and Vig'rous as her Charms; 
And both ſhou'd be, (cou'd I decree their State) 
As fixt, and as immutable as Fate: | 

Then wond'ring Mortals ſhou'd with Envy ſee, 
That only thoſe were bleſt who Loy'd like me; 
And Gods themſelves ſhould at my Bliſs repine, 


— „ —— 


To his Perjur d Miſtreſs. From Horace. 
By Nox erat, & cœlo fulgebat luna ſereno, & c. | 


By Mr. T. YALDEN. 


I was one Evening, when the riſing Moon 

Amidſt her Train of Stars diſtinctly ſnone; 

Serene and calm was the inviting Night, 

And Heay'n appear'd in all its luſtre — 

When you, Neæra, you my perjur'd Fair, 

Did, to abuſe the Gods and me, prepare. 

Twas then you ſwore, remember faithleſs Maid, 

With what indearing Arts you then betray'd: 1 
: Remets 


And learn to mend their now imperfect Joys by mine. 


Love, whoſe bewitching Dictates I'll obey,- TFT 8 | | 


| 
| 
| 

| | 


— 
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Remember all the tender things that paſt, 
When round my Neck your willin 
The circling Ivys when with Oaks they join, 
Seem looſe, and coy, to thoſe fond Arms of thine. 
Believe, you ery'd, this ſolemn Vow believe, 
The nobleſt Pledge that Love and I can give; 
Or if there's ought more ſacred here below, 
Let that confirm my Oath to Heav'n and you. 
If e'er my Breaſt a guilty Flame receives, 
Or covets Joys, but what thy Preſence gives; 
May ev'ry injur'd Pow'r aſſert thy Cauſe, 
And Love avenge his violated Laws : 
While cruel Beaſts of Prey infeſt the Plain, 
And Tempeſts rage upon the faithleſs Main: 
While Sighs and Tears ſhall liftning Virgins moye, 
So long, ye Powers, will fond Neera love. 
Ah faithleſs Charmer, lovely perjur'd Maid! 
Are thus my Vows, and generous Flame repaid ? 
Repeated flights I have too tamely bore, 
Still doated on, and ſtill been wrong'd the more. 
Why do I liſten to that Syren's Voice, 
Love ev'n thy Crimes, and fly to guilty Joys! 
Thy fatal Eyes my beſt Reſolves betray, 
"My Fury melts in ſoft Defires away : 
Each look, each glance, for all thy Crimes attone, 
Elude my Rage, and I'm again undone, i 
But if my injur'd Soul dares yet be brave, 
Unleſs I'm fond of Shame, confirm'd a Slave, 
I will be deaf to that enchanting Tongue, 
Nor on thy Beauties gaze away m Wrong, 
At length I'll loath each proſtituted Grace, 
Nor court the leavings of a cloy'd Embrace ; 
But ſhow, with ma oh Rage, my Soul's above 


The cold returns of thy exhauſted Love. 
Then thou ſhalt juſtly. maurn at my Difdain, 
Find all thy Arts, and all thy Charms in yain : 
Shalt Mourn, whilſt I, with nobler Flames, purſue 
Some Nymph, as fair, tho* not unjuſt, as you; 
Whoſe Wit, and Beauty, ſhall like thine excel, 
But far ſurpaſs in Truth, and loving well. 


rms were caft, 


But 
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But wretched thou, who- e er my Rival art, 
That fondly boaſts an Empire o'er her Heart; 
Thou that enjoy'ſt the fair inconſtant Prize, 
And vainly triumph'ſt with my Victories; 
Unenyy'd now, o'er all her Beauties rove, 
Enjoy thy Ruin, and Neæra's Love: 
Tho“ Wealth and Honours grace thy nobler Birth, 
To bribe her Love, and fix a wand' ring Faith: 
Tho' ev'ry Grace, and ev'ry Virtue join, 
T' inrich thy Mind, and make thy Form divine: 
Vet bleſt with endleſs Charms, too ſoon you'll prove 
The Treacheries of falſe Neæra's Love. 1 
Loſt, and abandon'd by th' ungrateful Fair 
Like me you'll Love, be Injur'd, and Deſpair. 
When left th' unhappy Object of her Scorn, 
Then ſhall I ſmile to ſee the Victor mourn, | 
Laugh at thy Fate, and triumph in my Turn. 


— 


Sonc. Advice to CALIA, 


i J. 
S it not Madneſs thus to be 
Coy, and your Minutes waſte; 
To let the World be envying me 
Pleaſures I ne'er did tafte ? 
II, - 
Since this foul Scandal we have got, 
Conſent, and yield for ſhame; 
For all your Virtue now will not 
Patch up your broken Fame, 
III. 
Why ſhould our Bliſs then be delay'd? 
The World can ſay no more 
Than what it has already ſaid, 
And that is, thou'rt a Whore. 


— 
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Connerivs GALLus Imiated, 


| By my Lord R. | 


Y Goddeſs, Lydia, Heay*nly Fair! 

As Lillys ſweet, as ſoft as Air: 
Let looſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 
And to my Love give treſh Alarms. 

$163 W216 r 
O let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes; 
Tho' ſacred Lightning from em flies: 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt Grace, 
Which paints with Charming Red thy Face. 
III, 1 
Give me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 
That I may Rival Jove in Bliſs; 
That I may mix my Soul with thine, . 
And make the Pleaſure. all Divine. 
IV. 
O hide thy Boſom's killing White, 
(The Milky-way is not ſo Bright;) 
Left you my raviſh'd Soul oppreſs 
With Beauty's Pomp, and ſweet Exceſs, 
oy no 


Why draw'ſt thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart, the vital Blood? 
Thou art all over endleſs Charms! 

O take me, dying, to thy Arms. 


; 
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To WALTER MovLe, Eg: 
By ur. CARL E „ Hoprins, 


O you, dear Youth, in theſe unpoliſh'd Strains, 
T And rural Notes, your exil'd Friend complains, 
With pain, this tedious Baniſhment I bear A 
From the dear Town, and: you, the deareſt there. 
Hourly, my Thoughts preſent before my View, 
Thoſe charming Joys, which once, alas! I knew, 
In Wine, in Love, in Friendſhip, and in you. 
Now Fortune has withdrawn that pleaſing Scene, 
We muſt not for a while appear again. 

Here, in its ſtead, ' unuſual Proſpects riſe, 
That dull the Fancy, and diſguſt the Eyes. 
Bleak Groves of Trees, ſhook by the Northern Winds, 


Und heavy Aſpects of unthinking Hinds, 


No beauteous Nymph to fire the youthful Heart, 
No Swain 1 d in the Muſes Art. N 
Hammond alone is from this Cenſure free, 

Hammond, Who makes the ſame Complaint with me ; 
Alike on both, the Want of you does ftrike, 

Which beth repine at, and lament alike ; 

While here I ſtay, condemn'd to deſart Fields, 
Deny'd the Pleaſures which the City yields, 

My Fortunes, by the Chance of War depreſt, 

Loft at theſe Years, when I might uſe them beſt.” - 


To crown your Youth, conſpiring Graces join, 


Honour, and Bounty, Wealth, and Wit, are thine, 
With Charms united, ev'ry Heart you move, 

Eſteem in Men, in vanquiſh'd Virgins, Love. 

Tho' clog'd with Cares, I drag my reſtleſs Hours, 

I enyy not the flowing Eaſe of yours; | 
Still may they roll with circling Pleaſures on, 

Nor you neglect to ſeize them as they run. I 
Time haſtes _ with an impetuous flight, 4 


And all its Joys ſoon vaniſh from our Sight, 
Which we ſhall mourn, we us'd not, while we * 
| _ Ir 


3 
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In full Delights, let ſprightly Southern live, 
With all that Woman, and that Wine, gan give. 


May generous Wicherly, all Suff rings paſt, | I 
Tales a well-deſery'd Eſtate;. at "a K JEW — 
Fortune, with Merit, and with Wit, be Friends, 
And ſure, tho' ſlowly, make a large amends, M 
Late, very late, may the great Dryden die: H 
But when deceas'd, may Congreve riſe as high, The 
To him, my Service, and my Love commend, Me 
The greateſt Wit, and yet the trueſt Friend. M 
Accept, dear Moyle, a Letter writ in baſte,. A 
Which, my impatient Friendſhip dictates faſt. Tru, 
Friendſhip, like Love, imperfectly expreſt, To 
Yet by their being ſo, they're both - ſhown beft.. Wir! 
Each, no cold leiſure for our Thoughts affords;. W 
But at a Heat, ſtrikes out our eager Words. . The 
The Soul's. Emotion, moſt her Truth aſſures, Wh 
Such as I feel, while I ſubſcribe. me A6 
| BN | 2 YOURS 
ihe | Ah! 
: 3 21 8 And 
| TT. n W he 
Horace, Book II. ODe XII. Mor 
Nolis longa feræ Bella Numantiæ, &c, nat 
| | + Wou 
By Mr. GLANVII. Fo 
RGE me no more to write of Martial Things, ds 
| Of fighting Heroes, and of conqu'ring Kings: Wl woy 
Qur brave Fore-fathers Glory to advance, W The | 
Shew ſubdu'd Ireland, and fing vanquiſh'd France; Not 
Tell how Spain's Blood the Britiſh Ocean ſwell'd, My v 


With Shame invading, and with more Repell'd, 

No, theſe high Theams of the Heroick Strain, 
Suit ul with my low feeble Vein: 

To equal Numbers I'd in vain aſpire, 

How ſhall I make a Trumpet of a Lyre 2. 

Much leſs dare I, in an unhallow'd Strain, 

Great Naſſau's Wars and ViRories prophane. 


You 


* 
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You better may in laſting Proſe rehearſe 
Things which defie my humble Verſe. 

Tis 4 fond thing to think to reconcile ' 
uch Glorious Actions ſo mean a Style. 
Me fair Lycinnia's ſofter Praiſe, | 
= Her native Charms, and winning Ways, 

S The Muſe ordain'd to ſing in gentle Lays. 
ue the ſweet Song, which Syrens Art defies, 
Me the 3 Eyes, N 
And, above all, the gen'rous grateful Heart, 
W True to the mutual Love, and faithful to its part. 
Lycinnia, whoſe becoming Dance 
BS With Airy Motion does Love's Fire advance, 
= Whoſe wanton Wit, wild as her Eyes, 
The tickled Mind does pleaſantly ſurprize 
Whoſe various Arts all our looſe Powers alarm, 
WA Grace each Action, and each Word's a Charm. 
III. 
Ah! when her willing Head ſhe greatly bends, 
And fragrant Kiſſes languiſhingly lends: 
When with fond artful . ſhe denies, 
More glad to loſe, than we to win the Prize, 
Or when the Wanton, in a toying Vein, 

Snatches the Kiſs from the prevented Swain; 
Wou'd you then give one Bracelet of her Hair, 
For the poor Crowns that Monarchs wear ? 
Wou'd you exchange, for all thoſe Favourite Iſles 
The Sun laughs on, one of her pleaſing Smiles? 
Wou'd you, for both the Indies Wealth, decline 

The hidden Treaſures of her richer Mine? 
Not I, for ſuch vain Toys I'd ne'er remove; 


My Wealth, my Pomp, my Heay'n ſhould all be Loye, 


% 
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1s Imitation of HORACE. 
oO DE XXII. 


Integer vite, & e. 


Written by Mr. T HO. VAL DEX. > 

8, 4 115 r or ff 

HE Man that's uncorrupt, and free from Guilt, B 

That the Remorſe of ſecret Crimes ne'er fel: 8 

Whoſe Breaſt was ne'er debaucht with Sin, y 

But finds all calm, and all at Peace within: d, | 
In his Integrity ſecure, | 

He fears no danger, dreads no pow'r: r pla 

, Uſeleſs are: Arms for his defence, T 


That keeps a faithful guard of Innocence, 
| IL. | x 


Secure the happy Innocent may rove, 

The Care of ey'ry Pow'r above: 

Altho* unarm'd he wanders: o'er 
The treacherous Libya's Sands, and faithleſs Shore, 

Tho! o'er th' inhoſpitable Brows 

Of ſavage Caucaſus he goes: 

Thro' Africk's Flames, thre' Scythia's Snows, 

Or where Hydaſpes, fam'd for Monſters, flows. 

| | HI: * 
For as within an unfrequented Grove, 

I tun'd my willing Lyre to Love:: 

With pleaſing amorous Thoughts betray d, 
Beyond my Bounds inſenſibly I ftray'd :. 

A Wolf that view'd me fled away, 

He fled, from his defenceleſs Prey: 

When I invok' d Maria's Aid, 
Altho' unarm'd, the trembling Monſter fled, 
i LV: 
Not Daunia's "es oy nec nor barb'rous Shore, Mien tc 
E'er ſuch a dreadful Native bore: | 
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Nor Africk's nurſing Caves brought forth 
BD fierce a Beaſt, of ſuch amazing growth. 
Yet vain did all his Fury prove, | 
. 22 a Breaſt that's arm'd with Love; 
= Tho” abſent, fair Maria's Name | 
Wbdues the fierce, and makes the ſavage tame. 
| v | 


Ommit me now to that abandon'd Place, 
= Where chearful Light withdraws its Rays 5 
No Beams on barren Nature ſmile, 
Wor fruitful Winds refreſh th' intemperate Soil. 
But Tempeſts, with eternal Froſt, 
Still rage around the gloomy Coaft; 
Whilſt angry Jove infeſts the Air, | 
d, black with Clouds, deforms the ſullen Lear. 
"Th 


Ir place me now beneath the Torrid Zone, 
Io live a Borderer on the Sun: 

Send me to ſcorching Sands, whoſe heat 
rds the deſtructive Soil from Human Feet, 

Yet there I'll ſing Maria's Name, 

And ſport, uninjur'd, midſt the Flame: 
Waria's Name! that will create, even there, 
milder Climate, and more temperate Air. 


— — 


The Sixteenth Ove of the Second. 


. 


Book of Hor ace. | 
Tranſlated by an unknown Hand. 


Beginning, Otium Dives rogat, & c. 


HEN ſtormy Winds begin to riſe, 
And Moon and Stars do diſappear ; 
en to the Gods the Seaman cries,. 5 


ilhing himſelf at Quiet here. 6-42 
II. For 
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S IT" 
For Peace the Soldier takes up Arms; 
For Peace he boldly; ventures Life: 
For that he follows Wars Alarms: 
Hoping to gain by Toil and Strife. 
That Quiet, and Content of Mind, 
Which is not to be bought or ſold; 
Quiet, which none as yet cou'd find 
In Heaps of Jewels, or of Gold. 

. | IV. 


For neither can Wealth, Pow'r, or State 
Of Courtiers, or of Guards the Rout, 
Or Gilded Roof, or Brazen Gate, 
The Troubles of the Mind keep out. 
\ V. 
That Man alone is happy here, 
Whoſe All will juſt himſelf maintain: 
His Sleep is not diſturb'd with Fear, 
Or broke with ſordid Thirſt of Gain. 


VI. 

Then why do we, ſince Life's ſo ſhort, 
_ our Deſigns: for what's to come: 
W V to — 2 Air reſort, 
Forſaking this our Native Home ? 

5 6 VII. 
Trouble will at our Heels be ſtill, 
Swift as the Roe-buck, or the Wind; 
»Twill follow us againſt our Will, 
For none can leave himſelf behind. 

VIII. 
What does our Wandring then ayail ? 
Care will not be forgot, or loſt; 
"Twill reach us tho' we're under Sail; 
And find us on another Coaſt;. 
| IX, 

Man, with his preſent State content, 
Shou'd leave to Providence the reſt :: 
Uſing the time well Heay'n has lent, 
For no one here's entirely Bleſt. 
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= FI + | X. f 
hills yielding ſoon to Fate. 
is ſnatch'd from off this Mortal Stage: 

thon enjoy d a — Date, | 
Ind labour'd under ing es Age. 
it it pleaſe the Fates, you may 
Jeſign your Soul to ſudden Death; 
Whilſt I, perhaps, behind muſt ſtay, 
To breathe a. longer ſhare of Breath. 
| RAR 
ou round you daily do behold | 
our thriving Flocks, and fruitful Land: 
hich bounteous Fortune has beſtow'd 
In you, with no Penurious Hand. 
XIII. 

A little Country Seat by Heay'n 
Ils what's allotted unto me: 
WA Genius too the Gods have giv'n, 
Not quite averſe to Poetry : 
nd a firm ſteady Soul, that is above (- 
cher the Vulgar's Hatred, or their Love. 


— — —— * 2. } 
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aTROCLUS'S Requeſt to ACHILLES 
for his Arms. 


vitated from the Beginning of the Sixteenth 
Iliad of Homer. 


By Mr, THo, VAL DEN. 


) Ivine Achilles, with Compaſſion mov'd, 
Thus to Patroclus ſpake, his beſt-belov'd. 
way like a tender Girl doſt thou complain! 
at ſtrives to reach the Mother's Breaſt in vain: 
burns by her Side, her Knees embraces faſt, 
ngs on her Robes, and interrupts her Hatte; 
5 Fet 
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Yet when with foudneſs to her Arms ſhe's rais'd, 
Still mourns, and weeps, and will not be appeas(iſ 
Thus my Patroclus in his Grief appears, x 
Thus like a froward Girl protuſe:of Tears. E 
From Phthia doſt thou Mournful Tidings: hear, 
And to thy Friend ſome fatal Meſſage bear? 

Thy Valiant Father (if we Fame believe,) 
The good Menætius, he is yet alive? 

And Peleus, tho? in his decli ng Days," .' 
Reigns o'er his. Myrmidons in Health and Peace; 
Yet, as their lateſt Obſequies we paid, 

Thou mourn'ſt them living, as already deag. 

Or thus with Tears the Grecian Hoſt deplore, 

That with their Navy periſh on the Shore: 

And with Compaſſion their Misfortunes view, 

The juſt Reward to Guilt and Falſehood due? 
Impartial Heav'n avenges thus my Wrong, 

Nor ſuffers Crimes to go unpuniſh'd long. 
Reveal the Cauſe ſo much afflicts thy Mind, 
Nor thus conceal thy Sorrows from thy Friend. 
When, gently raiſing up his drooping Head, 
Thus, with a Sigh, the ſad Patroclus ſaid. 
Godlike Achilles, Peleus' valiant Son! 

Of all our Chiefs, the greateſt in Renown: 
Upbraid not thus th' Afflicted with their Woes, 
Nor triumph now the Greeks ſuftain ſuch Loſs! 
To Pity let thy generous Breaſt incline, 

And ſhow thy Mind is, like thy Birth, Divine. 
For all the valiant Leaders of their Hoſt, 

Or Wounded lye, or are in Battel loſt, 

Ulyſſes = in Arms, and Diomede, 

Languiſh with Wounds, and in the Navy bleed: 
This common Fate great Agamemnon ſhares, 

And ftern Eurypylus, renown'd in Wars. 
Whilſt powerful Drugs th' experienc'd Artiſts try, 
And to their Wounds apt Remedies apply : 
Eaſing th' afflicted Heroes with their Sal, 
Thy Breaſt alone remains implacable ! 
What, will thy Fury thus for ever laſt! 


Let preſent Woes attone for Inj'ries paſt: , 
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ow can Thy Soul retain ſuch laſting Hate! 
hy Virtues are as uſeleſs, as they're great. | 
V hat injur'd Friend from thee ſhall hope redreſs! 
hat will not aid the Greeks in ſuch diſtreſs: 
W ſeleſs is all the Valour that you boaſt, 
Peform'd with Rage, with ſullen Fury loſt. 
= Could Cruelty like thine from Peleus come, 
Dr be the Off-ſpring of fair Thetis* Womb! | 
WT hee raging Seas, thee boiſt'rous Waves brought forth, 
nd to obdurate Rocks thou ow'ſt thy Birth! 
Thy ſtubborn Nature ſtill retains their Kind, 
0 Lend thy Heart, ſo ſavage is thy Mind. 
S But if thy boading Breaft admits of Fear, 
dr dreads what ſacred Oracles declare! 
hat awful Thetis in the Courts above, 
W eceiv'd from the unerring Mouth of Fove / 
W fo ----- Let' me the threat'ning Danger s face, 
nd Head the Warlike Squadrons in thy place: 
WV hilt me thy valiant Myrmidons obey, 
Ne yet may turn the Fortune of the day. 
Wet me in thy diſtinguiſh'd Arms appear, . 
With all thy dreadful Equipage of War: 
hat when the. Trojans our Approaches view, 
Wecceiy'd, they ſhall retreat, 1 4 think *tis you. 
Thus from the Rage of an inſultin Hoſt, 
Ve may retrieve that Fame the Greeks have loſt : 
igorous, and freſh, th' unequal Fight renew, 
Ind from our Navy force the drooping Foe; 
D'er harras'd Men an eaſie Conqueſt gain, 
Ind drive the Trojans to their Walls again. 


A $0: Ns Boo 


AY the Ambitious ever find 

: "Succeſs in Crouds and Noiſe, 

ile n Love does fill my Mind 
ith ſilent real Joys. 


II. May 
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May Knaves and Fools grow Rich and Great, 

And the World think em wile; 
While I 'lye dying at her Feet, F 
a And all the World deſpiſe. | 

III. —* 
Let Conquering Kings new Triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in Court Delights : 75 

Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 
: Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


An E PIS TLE 20 Mr. B—— 
By Mr. Fr. Knapp, of Magdalen College in Oxforl 


Dear Friend, 


1 Hear that you, of late, are grown 

One of thoſe ſqueamiſh Criticks of the Town, 

That:think they have a Licence to. abuſe 

Each honeſt Author, that pretends to Muſe, 

But be advis'd; why ſhould you ſpend your time 

In Heath'niſh Satyr, *cauſe a Fool will Rhime ? 

Poor harmleſs /I)! let him write again, 

Be pitied in his old Heroic Strain; 

Let him in Reams proclaim himſelf a Dunce, 

And break a dozen Stationers at once. | 

What is't to you? Why ſhou'd you take't amiſs 

If Grubſtreet's ſtock'd with Tenants, if the Preſs 

Is hugely ply'd, and labours to produce 

Some mighty Folio, for the Chandler's uſe ? 

Let Grubſireet ſcribble on, nor need you care 

Though ev'ry Garret held a Poet there. ; 
You know, that are acquainted with the Town, 

How the poor Tribe are worry'd up and down: 

How penſively the hungry Authors fit, 

And, in their upper Regions, ſtrain for Wit. 4 
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Such a poor tatter'd Small-beer Herd they're grown, 
That ſcarce an Author from his Hawker's known: 
No jolly Carbuncle through all the Race ö 
Appears, to juſtify a Poet's Face. 
This a ſufficient Penance ſeems to me 
W For H---den's Droll, or S----tle's Tragedy. 
Ws 15't not enough to ſtarve for Writing ill, 
That they ne'er Dine, but when they Smoak a Meal; 
That their Works only ſerve to wipe, or twine | 
A Candle, or ſome feeble Banbox line? 
"Conſider, and let Charity prevail. | 
What Chriſtian Critick can have Heart to rail 
At ſuch-poor Rogues as theſe ? Beſides, you know ,. 
A true ſtanch Poet can't Reform, what though © 
His Works have furniſh'd a Lampoon or two: 
They that have once in Print proclaim'd their Name, „ 
Are ſenſeleſs all of Juſtice, as of Shame, 7 
And none but Stationers ſhould Rail at them. 
Had e'er the Lewdeſt of 'em all the Grace, 
or Conſcience, to Repent of making Verſe? 
Por other Sins they feel Rernorſe ſometimes, 
But ſure no Poet e' er had Qualms for Rhimes; 
Alas! no wholſom Counſel can be us'd 
By a poor harden'd Wretch, when once Bemus'd : 
Then don't inhumanly your Pains miſ-ſpend 
On Reprobates, that you can never mend. 
Had we a Parliament diſpos'd to lay 
A Tax on Metre, or inyent ſome way, 
In Grand Committee call'd, to regulate 
This among other Grieyances of State ; | | 
Then you might hope to hear an Act would'piſs ; 
To limit all this Hackney jingling Race, N 
And order ſome Commiſſioners to find 
Which way their Genius chiefly is inclin'd, 
See how it-ſtands affected to a Muſe, 
And as their Talents lye, their Buſineſs chuſe, 
Vhen a poor Thief to Tyburn's drawn, to be 
There made a Pendulum for Gallow Tree, 7 
Let D--—y then his woful Exit ſing, | 
And with, Good People all give ear, begin, | | 


ich 
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In gentle Ditty tenderly relate 

The Inconyenience of his ſudden Fate, 

Nor muſt judicious Rr be forgot, 

Let him for Madrigals compoſe a Plot. 

Let Jonny C- in mild Acrofticks deal, 

His wondrous Skill in Anagram reveal; 

Let him in petty Verſe deſcribe his Flame, 

And edge his Sonnet with his Miſtreſs' Name; 

Stop Thief the warbling Muſick ſhall prolong, 

Stop Thief ſhall be the Burden of the Song. 

And R------r too (for he above the reſt - 

Is richly with a double Talent bleſt,) h 

Let him, for deep Reflections long .renown'd, 

Be lawful Critick through all Grubſtreet own'd, 

To be the Judge of each Suburbian Lay, 

If their Acroſticks all the Rules obey, 

Compos'd according to the Ancient way; 

If Felon goes with as much Decence ſwing 

In Metre, as he did before in String, | 
I grant you ſuch à Courſe as this might do 

To make 'em humbly Treat of what they know, 

Not vent'ring further than their Brains will go. 

But what ſhould I do then, for ever ſpoil'd 

Of this Diverſion which frail Authors yield? 

I ſhould no more on D-----z's Counter meet 

| Bards that are deeply skill'd.in Rhime and Feet; 

For I am Charm'd with eaſie Nonſenſe more, 

Than all the Wit that Men of Senſe adore : 

With Fear I view Great Dryden's hallow'd Page, 

With Fear I view it, and I read with Rage. 

I'm all with Fear, with Grief, and Love poſſeſtz 

Tears in my Eyes, and Anguiſh in. my Breaſt; 

While I with mourning Antony repine, 

And all the Hero's Miſeries are mine, 

If IJ read Edgar, then my Soul's at Peace, 

LulFd'in a lazy State of thoughtleſs Eaſe, 

No Paſſion's xuffled by the peaceful Lay, 

No Stream, no Depth, to hurry me away; 

R------7 in both Profeſſions harmleſs proves, 


Nor Wounds when Critick, nor when Poet moves 
3 | But 


v 


5 


MiscELLANY POEMSs. Ty 


But you condemn ſuch lifeleſs Poetry, 
And wildly talk of nothing elſe to me 8 
But Spirit, Flame, Rapture, and Eeſtaſie; | 
Strange Myſtick Things, I-underſtand no more 
Than Laity Pax Tecum did of Yore, 
Therefore pray Pardon, if I rail at Senſe, 
And plead for Blockheads in my own Defence; - 
For whom I have a thouſand Things to ſay, 
Which you-muſt wait for 'till another Day. 
Forgive me if I'm too abrupt, you know 
I never was Methodical, like you; ., 
I have no Rule to make an End but one, 
For when my Paper's out, my Letter's done. 
So once Lay-Vicars, in the Days of Noll, 
When faintly Peters did in Pulpits droll; 
By Hour-Glafs ſet their Sermons, and the Flock 
Might ſafely Snore in ſpight of Zealous Knock, 
Til the laſt kind releaſing Sand was run, 
But when the Glaſs was out, the Cant was done. 


1 
- 
” 3 
- " ” 
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great Flood _ having deſtroyed: the Fruits of the 
round, and the Corn every where in her Neigh- 
bourhood, but upon ber own Land. | 


li. 
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By Mr. GEORGE GRANVILLE. 


W HAT Hands Divine have planted and protect, 
The Torrent ſpares, and Deluges reſpect; 

So when the Waters o'er the World were ſpread, 

Cov'ring the Oaks, and ev'ry Mountain's Head, 

The choſen Noah ſail'd within his Ak, - 

Nor durſt the Waves o'erwhelm the ſacred Bark. 

The Charming Myra is no leſs, we find, 

The Favourite of Heay'n, than of Mankind: 


E 2 The 
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"The Gods, like Rivals, imitate 'our Care, 
And vie with Mortals to oblige the Fair; 
Theſe Favours thus bèſtow'd on her alone, 

Are but the Homage Which they ſent her down. 
Oh Myra, may thy Virtue from above 

Be Crown'd with Bleſſiags, endleſs as my Love. 


Se 
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CANONIZATION. 
By Mr. J. Donns. Th 

4 

TOR God's ſake hold your Tongue, and let me loye, | 
Or chide my Palſie, or my Gout, Ani 
My five grey Hairs, or ruin'd Fortunes flout, N 
With Wealth your State, your Mind with Arts im. You 
Take you a Courſe, get you a Place, [ prove; \ 

- Obſerve his Honour, or his Grace, 1 
Or the King's real, or his ſtamped Face 8 
Contemplate : what you will, approve, Tha 
So you will let me Love. C 

A 


Alas, alas, who's injur'd by my Love; 
What Merchant's Ships have my Sighs drown'd? 
Who ſays my Tears have overflow'd his Ground? 
When did my Colds a forward Spring remove! 
When did the Heats which my Reins fill, 
Add one Man to the plaguy Bill ? 
Soldiers find Wars, and Lawyers find out ſtill 
Litigious Men, whom Quarrels move, 
While She and 1 do love. 


| | * | That 
Cali's what you will, we are made ſuch by Love; W 
Call her one, me another Fly, 
Ware Tapers too, and at our own Coſt die, W But ) 
And we in us find th' Eagle and the Dove. ri To 
| | 


The 


? 
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The Phoenix Riddle. hath. more Wit 
By us, we two being one, are it. 

so to one neutral Thing both Sexes. fit. 
We die and riſe the ſame, and prove 
Myſterious by this Love. 


We can die by it, if not live by Love, 
And if unfit for Tomb or Hearſe 

Our Legend be, it will be fit for Verſe; 
And if no Piece of Chronicle we prove, 
We'll build in Sonnets pretty Rooms. 
As well a well-wrought Urn becomes 

The greateſt Aſhes, as Half-acre Tombs, 


And by thoſe Hymns all ſhall approve: 
Us Canoniz'd for. Love: | 


And thus invoke us; You whom reverend Love 
Made one another's Hermitage; FEE 

Vou to whom Love was Peace, that now is Rage, 
Who did the whole World's Soul contra, and droye 
Into the. Glafſes of your Eyes, 4 
So made ſuch Mirrors, and ſuch Spies, 


That they did all to you Epitomize, - - 


« 


Countries,. Towns, Courts, beg from above 
A Pattern of your Love. | 


th. 
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4 n N 22 X. 
By the ſame Hand. | 


H do not die, for I ſhall hate 
All Women ſo, when thou art gone, 


That thee I ſhall not celebrate, 


When I remember thou waſt one. 


Bur yet thou canſt nat die, I know: 


To leave this World behind, is Death: 


* 
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But when thou from this World wilt go, 
The whole World vapours in thy Breath. 


Or if, when thou, the World's Soul, goeſt, 
It ſtay, 'tis but thy Carcaſs then, 
The faireſt Woman, but thy Ghoſt, 
But corrupt Worms, the worthieſt Men. 


O wrangling Schools, that ſearch what Fire 
Shall burn this World, had none the Wit 
Unto this Knowledge to aſpire, 
That this her Fever might be it! 


And yet ſhe cannot waſte by this, 
Nor long endure this torturing Wrong, 
For more Corruption needful is 

To fuel ſuch a. Fever long. 


'Fheſe burning Fits but Meteors be, 
Whoſe Matter in thee ſoon is ſpent, 
by rg and all Parts, which are thee, 


e an unchangeable Firmament. 


And here as my Mind, ſeizing, thee, 
Though it in thee cannot perſever; 
Yet I had rather Owner be 
Of thee one Hour, than all elſe ever. 


» * - 
— n 
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BREAK f DAY. 


By the: ſame Hand.. 


I. 
TAY, O Sweet, and do not riſe, 
The Light that ſhines, comes from thine Eyes; 
The Day breaks not, it is my Heart, | 
Becauſe that you and I muſt part, : 
| Stay, 
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4 Stay, or elſe my Joys will die, | 
And periſh in their OY 
Tis true, 'tis Day; what though it be? 
O wilt thou therefore riſe from me: 
Why ſhould we riſe, becauſe 'tis Light ? 
Did we lie down, becauſe 'twas Night ? 
Love which in ſpight of Darknefs brought us hither, ' 
Should in deſpight of Light keep us together. 
| | } Os | ; 
Light hath no Tongue, but is all Eye; 1 
If it could ſpeak as well as ſpy, | 
W This were the worſt that it could ſay, 
That being well, I fain would ſtay, 
And that I lov'd my Heart and Honour ſo, 
That I would not r that had them, go. 


Muſt Buſineſs thee from hence remove ? 1 
Oh, that's the worſt Diſeaſe of Love, 925 
The poor, the foul, the falſe Love can 

Admit, but not the buſied Man 
= He which hath Buſtneſs, and makes Love, doth do 
Such wrong, as. when a married Man doth woo. 


_ 4 
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TWICENAM Garden. 
By the ſame Hand, 


PBLafted with Sighs, and ſurrounded with Tears, 
Hither I come to ſeek the Spring, | 

And at mine Eyes, and at mine Ears, 

Receive ſuch Balm as elſe cures every thing: 
But O, Self-traitor, I do bring 57 

The Spider Love which tranſubſtantiates all, 
And can convert Manna to Gall, 

And that this Place may thoroughly be thought 
True Paradiſe, I haye the Serpent brought, 


A 


*Twere 
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*Twere wholeſomer for me, that Winter did 

Benight the Glory of this Place, 

And that a grave Froſt did: forbid 4 
Thefe Trees to laugh, and mock me to my Face; 

But ſince I cannot this Diſgrace | 
Indure, nor leave this Garden, Love let me 

Some ſenſeleſs Piece of this Place bez; 
Make me a Mandrake, ſo I may grow here, 

Or a ſtone Fountain weeping out my Year, 


Hither with cryſtal Vials, Loyers, come, 
And take my Tears, which are Love's Wine, 
And try your Miſtreſs Tears at home, 
For all are falſe, that taſte not juſt like mine; 
Alas, Hearts do not in Eyes ſhine, : 
Nor can you more judge Woman's Thoughts by Tears, 
Than W her Shadow, what ſhe wears. 
O perverſe Sex, where none is true but ſhe, 
Who's therefore true becauſe her Truth kills me. 


Confined L O0 E. 


By the ſame Hand. 


9 OME Man unworthy to be Poſſeſſor 
Of old or new Love, himſelf being falſe or weak, 
Thought his Pain and Shame would be leſſer, 
If on Womankind he might his Anger wreak, 
And thence a Law did grow, 
One might but one Man know; 
But are other Creatures (0? _. 


Are Sun, Meon, or Stars by Iaw forbidden 
To ſmile where they liſt, or lend away their Light? 

Are Birds divorc'd, gr are they chidden 
If they leave their Meat, or lie abroad all Night? , 
| | : eaſts 
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Beaſts do no Jointures loſe, | 
Though they new Loyers chuſe, 


But we are made-worle than thoſe. 
Who eber rigg's fair Ships t0 lie in Harbours,. 


And not to ſeek Lands, or not to deal with all? 
Or built fair Hauſes, ſet Trees, and Arbours,. 
Only to lock up, or elſe to let them fall? 
Good i not good, unleſs 
A thouſand it poſſeſs, 
But doth waſte with Greedineſs. 


LOVE'S ALCHTMEIF. 
| By the ſame Rand. 


Ome that have deeper digg'd Love's Mine than I,, 
Say, where bis centrick Happineſs dath lie: 
L have lov'd, and got, and told, 
But ſhould I love, get, tell, till I were old, 
I ſhould not find that hidden Myſtery ; | 
Oh, tis Impoſture all: 
And as no Chymick yet th' Hlixir got, 
But glorifies his pregnant Pot, | 7 
If by the way to him befal 
Some odoriferous Thing, or medicinal, 
So,, Lovers dream a rich and long Delight, 
But get a Winter- ſeeming - ſummer's Night. 


Our Eaſe, aur Thrift, our Honour, and our Day, 
Shall we, for this vain budleſs Shadow pay: 
Ends Love in this, that my Man 
Can be as happy as I can; if he can 
Endure the ſhort'Scorn of a Bridegroom's Play > 
That loving Wretch that ſwears, 
Tis not the. Bodies y, but the Minds, 
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Which he in her Angelick finds, 
Would ſwear as juſtly, that he hears, 


In that Day's rude hoarſe minſtrelſey, the _ | 


Hope not for Mind in Women, at their beſt 


Sweetneſs and Wit, they are but Mummy poſſeſt. 


a i 
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B ATT won BAT T. 


„ 


To the Laud and Praiſe of Bartholomew 


Kempſter, Clerk, Poet, and Cutler, of 


 Holy-Roods in Southampton. 


By Dr. SPEED, Phyſician at Southampton. 


Written in the Year 1679. 


Could I with equal Metre Hopkins fit, 
Out-Sternhold Sternhold, Wiſdom. eke out. wit; 
Then would I venture to fer forth thy Praiſe, 


AD I! O had I! Batt, thy Face and Throat, 
Could I betune the Flock with ſuch ſweet Note, 


And rob Church-Pews to crown thy Head with Bays. 


Or had J for thy ſake the Triple-Sconce 
Of Cerberus, to bark three ways at once, 
Clerk, Poet, Butler, Baw, waw, waw, beſides 
That Cardinal Virtue, for on Mules it rides, 
Patience I' mean, in which thou doſt excel, 
As all thy Neighbours; and thy Wife, can tell; 


Three Trumps then would 1 ſound to thy Renown, 


And from thy Fame immortalize my own, 
Ingenious Batt ! by Trade and Nature fit, 
To ſet an Edge both on our Knives and Wit. 
yulcan, they ſay, made mighty Arms for Mars, 
(Cuckolds.are kind) but he ne er made a Verſe. 
Apollo he made. Verſes, but in's Life | 
L never heard that e' er-. he made a Knife, 
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Now Bart does all that both theſe Gods could do ; © 
Hammers out Verſes, and hard Iron too. we 
To ſheath ſtrong Senſe in Metaphorick Words, 
Is but the making Scabbards for his Swords, 

He is a two-fac'd Pump, whoſe Spouts do run 
Smith's Water one way, t* other Helicon, 4 
Have you not ſeen the thing our Butler uſes, 

With cabin'd Belly, things call'd double Cruiſes? 

The right Side Vinegar, the left holds Oil; 
= The Emblem's that of Wit, and this of Toil. 
= Such is the Skull of Batt, in which the Brains 
| Are parted into Poetry and Pains. 
He writes and works fo equally, you'd think 
One Cheek was black'd with Smoak, t'other with Ink. 

Thrice happy Temper! for what makes our Life 
More pleaſant than a good Wit and good Kaite ? 
Without their Help, who can good Chriſtmas keep? 
Our Teeth would water, and our Eyes would weep : 
Hunger and Dulneſs would invade our Feaſts, 
Did not Batt find us Arms againſt ſuch Gueſts, 
He is the cunning Engineer, whoſe Skill | | 
Makes Tools to carve the Gooſe, and ſhape the Quill; 
Fancy and Wit unto our Meals ſupplies; ROSE 
Carols, and not minc'd Meat, make Chriſtmas Pies, 
'Tis Mirth, not Diſhes, ſets a Table off; 
Brutes and Phanaticks eat and never laugh. 
What Man-of Teeth then can be ſo ingrate, 

To ſlice Roaſt-beef, and not remember Batt ?: 
When Brawn with powdred Wig comes ſwaggering in, 
And mighty Sergeant uſhers in the Chine, 
What jan the, wife Man firſt to think upon? 
Have I my Tools? if not I-am undone :- * 
For 'tis a Law concerns both Saint and Sinner, 
That he that hath no Knife muſt have no Dinner. 
So he falls on; Pig, Gooſe and Capon feel 
The Gobdneſs of his Stomach, and Batt's Steel. 
In ſuch fierce Frays, alas, there no Remorſe is; 
All Fleſh is Graſs, which makes Men eat like Horfes: 
But when the Battle's done, off goes the Hat, 
And each Man ſheaths, with God-a-mercy, Bare, 
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So when the Miſtreſs cannot hit the Joint, 
Which proves ſometimes, you know, a difficultP o nt, 
Think on a Cuckold, ſtraight the Goſlips ery : 
But think on Batz's good Garvi Knife, ſay I; 
That Kill nicks ſure, without Offence and Scandal 
Dull Blades may be beholden to their Handle; 
But thoſe Batt makes are all ſo {harp, they ſcorn 
To be fo charmed by his Neighbour's Hora, 
a. the Edges of his Ware — ho, ) 
(Seen not be, were all ſo keen) 
When =—— found —— all ſo good, 
2 ae way Rapier tothe 2 * ud; 
Happy, thrice happy tis, I us'd to lay, 
: For al L ery 4? with for Lungs of Day. 
That Bast no Cutler is unto the Fates, 
His Sheers would cut our Threads off at ſtrange Rates: 
Snip-— tis no more; there's Work for Batr, and die 
We muſt, to find him Cakes and Elegy. 
| O mortal Men! is eating all von do | 
At Chrift-tide 2 or the making Sing-ſongs? No: 
Our Bart can dance, play at high Jinks with Dice, 
At any Primitive Orthodoxal Vice. 3 
Shooing the wild Mare, tumbling the young Wenchez, 
Drinking all Night, -and fleeping on the Benches; 
T'll fay that for him, were he to be hang'd,. 
He is as true a Blade as ever twang'd, 0 
Shew me a Man can ſhuffle fair, and cut, 
Yet always have three Trays in hand at Put: 
Shew me a Man can turn up Noddy ſtill, 
And deal himſelf three Fives too when he will: 
Concludes with One and Thirty and a Pair, 
Never fails Ten in Stock, and yet plays fair. 
If Batt be not that Wight, 1 loſe my Aim; 
If any elſe pretend unto the ſame, 
And fay we-dare not match him for a Pot, 
They lye — provided Bati's Wife knew it not. 
Hark the Bells toll at Holy-Roods, away 
To Church, this is Batt's Exerciſing-day 
He's ſallied out from Sign of Pole and Baſon, 
With Clergy-cloak; clean Band, and 8 indeyifacs on: 
| ome 


& 


if 
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Some commend Eunuchs 2 in the Quire, 
But how they ſhould learn Prick-ſong, 1 ire. 
Some praiſe their Skill who in white Surplice ſing 
Fa, la, fa, ſol, Anthems, or ſome ſuch thing; 
But let them not our ſmutty Clerk deſpiſe; 
Blackbirds Kill whiſtle better than Magpies. 
Their charming Trills and Thrombo's muſt give place 
To the melodious Conſort of Batt 3 Face; 
Where Eyes and Noſe, Mouth, Beard and Chin agree 
In each ſweet Note, a Quire themſelves they be; 
And better Muſick it moſt times $ | 
To ſee his Strains, than hear the beſt of theirs. 
Then at the godly Twang, the two laſt Staves, 
Without Om ts but _ / I rage : 
Compar'd to him, what are ? a thing 
As is his Bell-rope to a Fiddle- ſtring; 
No more like him for Goggle, Snuff and Groan, 
Than blind Batt is to Batt, with four Eyes on. 
Search the Cathedrals, Colleges and Halk, 
All Churches, 2 Meeting-houſes, Stalls ; 
Summon all Men of edifying Voice, | 
From Deans and Chapters, to the Singing-boys, 
Chaplain, and Vicar, Lecturers to baot : 
Nay, that our Challenge may be brave and ſtout, 
Take in th' Apprentice by Indenture bound, 
On every .Sabbarh the ſeven Years round, 
To ſpell his Maſter aſleep, and then 
Hem----'till he wakes, and (gaping, «cries----Amen, 
If any (bar Miſtakes) with greater Pace 
Can read the Chapters, let em take Batt's Place. 
Well then, put on thy Eyes, and look about thee: 
Do what we can, we can do nought without thee : 
Let's woo and woo, and gain Good-will; What then? 
It comes to nothing "till thou ſay Amen. 
No Woman can be Church'd, till Batt appear; 
A Chriſtening is no Chriſtening, leſs he's there. 
Without his Help, Moll, Betty, Torn, and Will, 
Sweet Babes, God:knows had all been Cakebread ill. 
If ony well-diſpos'd Perſon is:fick, 
Batt's ſent to: Collects cheaper are than Phyſick : 
KS To 
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And all the learned Pariſh-Clerks at Strife 


Not with Duſt only, but an Epitaph. 


| 
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To ſay the Truth on't, Batt, no Man can be 
With Credit hang'd, without thy Faculty : 
For who without a Pſalm doth take a Swing, 
Dies like a Dog; hang him, he would not ſing, 
But who turns off in time, 's a proper Man, 
And, Batt, thy Knife may cut him: down again. 
Nay, were I to be buried for my Life, 


Who ' ſhould; the Shovel ſhake, Batt ſhould be he, 
Or elſe be buried who would for me. 
He can go through the Work, and cloſe my Graye 


Then, in a Word, he is the nobleſt Blade 
That ever grac'd the Wheel, and Whetſtone Trade; 
The Organ of our Church, the greateſt Eay-man 
That ever ſoleminly ſqueez'd out an A-men.. 
He is the Wit, e Mirth, Religion, 

The very Life and Death of the whole Town. 
He is Hold, Muſe! Batt's Batt, and ſo will be; 
Should: I ſay more, twould be Battologie. 


Te VISION 


HR hold my Head! O Jove; thou know'f my pain, 
When Vulcan was Man-Midwife to thy Brain, 
As Batt, the better Workman is to mine; 
Batt ! thou that mak'ft all the whole Pariſh whine ; 
Come, tune my Fancy, as thou doſt the Pſalms, 
And with thy Bellows raiſe Poetick Flames. 
No Inkhorn will I dip in but thy Mouth, 
Where Wool, black Wool, fit for ſad purpoſe grow'th: Wl 
But leſt the 'doleful Theme ſhould make it Ty,” | 
We'll ſet, that's Mourning too,. a black Pbt by. 
Bright Sol, with J of curled Carrot, 
And a Face laccar'd o'er like to his Chariot, 
The cheerful Author of all Wit and Light, 
But what the Bell-man ſtalks with in the Night, 
Had drove the Stage-Coach to the place of reſt, 
Dreſt all his Horſes, and himſelf undreſt, 4 
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With Night's black Stocking had becapt his Head, 
And ſoftly crept to Madam Thetis“ Bed? 
Where what he did, I think, I need not name; 
We Mortals, by his Influence, do the ſame. 

'Twas then, juſt then, ſoft Slumber ſeiz d mine Eye, 

I wink'd, and winking Men moſt Viſions ſpie: 

WW hen to my Fancy (what can't Fancy do 0 

ppear'd a * Satyr, ſad and full of Woe : 

Bald was his Crown, and briſtly was his Beard; 

1 ſaw no Horns, but he was over-ear'd. 

WGrief had ſo ſink his Eyes, that through each Hole 

WMethought I could look quite through to his Pole. 

In his Dark-lanthorn-face, Noſe ſtood for Handle, 

And a white Tooth ſupply'd the Inch of. Candle. 

WA Cloak upon one Shoulder hangs as thin, 

hut not ſo black as was the Wearer's Skin | 

ro which compar'd, Charcoal and Jet ſeem'd wan; 
Twould make deep Mourning for an African. 

A piece of dirty ftretching Leather fac'd 

His Breaſt ;. an Apron, or his Conſcience was't ? 

e drivell'd Ink, from Noſtrils Tar. diſtill'd, | 

WPils'd Coffee, and with Piſs his Hoſe full-fill'd. 

No Fumes from. ſooty ny Spear" ſent, 

Couid a more: diſmal Viſion repreſent. 

At firſt Approach, in Sweat and Fear I laid, 

And ſoftly Fee faa fumm thrice over ſaid.. 

Enchanted ſo, Devil, what art? I cry'd ;. 

Your very humble Seryant,. he reply'd.. 

1 am the God of Wit in Maſquerade, 

The Grand Improver of the Rhyming Trade. 

Mechanick Fancy, a true Greſhamite, 

One that can ſing, file, hammer, and indite. 

Or if you would in modern Language know it, 

L am a Philo- pyro- technical Poet. . 
Surceaſe to wonder, reaking Mortal, that- here 

1 do appear in Elegiack Tatter. {1 vs 

rief, Grief 'tis brings me unto thee to wait, 

eth as chief Mourner for Bazt's deareſt Mate, 


v Batt's Perſon deſcribed; 


And 
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And to complain of this ungrateful Town, 
Which 64-4 Matron of ſo good Renown, 
An Alderwoman of the ſacred Hill, 
Die, without Tribute from each Gooſe's Quill : 
One at whoſe Fus all Muſes to meet, 
Like Swans, with paper Breaſts and inky Feet, 
And. with ſweet Ballad crown her godly Life, 
The common Right of every Poet's Wife. 
Hampton, O tan, in the Days of yore, 
The lawful Pride of all the Southern Share, 
With all Advantages of. Nature grac'd, 
Betwirt the Arms of fair Aztoxe plac'd, 
Guarded by Foreſts both on and Sea, 
From Storms, and Man the ruder Enemy, 
By Neptune and his Argonauts careſs d, 
And all that were in black Tarpawlin dreis d. 
Admir id for Beauty, but for Riches more; 
For nothing can be handfome that is poor. 
Fertile in Men of Valour and loud Fame, 
In Knights and Giants, as thy Gates proclaim, 
And gentle Poets, without whom thoſe Wights 
Had gat but little Honour by their Fights, 
Upon thy Banks fam'd (a) Stern had did compoſe 
Thoſe two laft Staves which Patt ſo oft doth Nole. 
Batt to thy Altars too ſweet Metre brings: 
And makes as learned Anthems as he ſings. ; 
Here once each Tradeſman could both work and write; 
As Coblers whiſtle at it, they'd indite, 
Invention was ſo pregnant, that oft-times' 
Men would talk Poetry that could not Rhymes, 
Poems were (+) paſted up in every Hall, 
As thick and thin as Cobwebs on the Wall. 
Here you might view Haman in all his Pride, 
Us'd like a Rogue, hang'd and then dittified. 
Or the two Elders, Poets-in their time, 
Tempting Suſanna in Battoick Rhyme, 


( Sternold dern i» Hampton. 
(6) Formerly every Henſe had ſrueral ſacred Rhymes in it, 


Tach 
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ich Kitchin, Parlor, 838 were all — 2 here 
Wich Sampſon, Jaſeph, Daniel, or Queen Heſter. 
No A IR. well Sr or for Converſe, 
Till hung with Buckram Paint, and Buckram Verſe. 
WNay, 1 have ſeen: a Ballad, full af Wit, 

ore down to ſinge à Gooſe upon the Spit. 

Bleſs'd Town ! where did the Gods e' er grant before, 
WT hat Men might all be Poets, and not poor ? 

WA Happineſs ne'er in Parnaſſus known, 

Nor couldſt thou, Hampton, call it long thy qwn : 
or Age, who like a Blood-hound, Glory traces, 
nd deſtroys Towns as well as handſome Faces, 
lath made thee poor and dull, like other Places. 
WD np'd with (wife Wings, thy Beauty's fled away, 
WET he very Ruins of thy Pride decay. 

ry Gates are mouldred, the Portcullis ſhew'th 
Nixe rotten Teeth in an old Woman's Mouth. 
alls, Forts, and Towers into their Trenches flide ; 
he Caftle looks like a Noſe Frenchify'd ; 

Ns though in vain the“ Monſievr heretofore 

ad made thee ſhift thy Lodging for a Cure, 

& Whither are all thy Wages Lovers flown, 

y mighty Carracks, and great Gallion, 

WV ith all that numerous Train which did reſort 

Wn Marine Coaches to thy crowded Port? 

bey ceaſe their Courtſhip now, and only awn 

hou haſt been once a rich and handſome Town: 
ut Time hath put a Period to theſe Days: 
Warewel---When Miſs grows old, the Gallant ſtrays. 
Nor art thou Bankrupt grown only in Trade, 

ut oh, thy very Wits too are decay'd. 

V hither are now thy Race of Chimers gone, 

hy Quibble Squires, and Knights of Helicen ? 

Il the Wit-Jobbers are quite broke, they ſay, 

ere's ſcarce one left that can at Crambo play, 
ſothing of Wit or Poetry remains, 

ut thread-bare Coats, no Mony, and crack'd Brains. 


| * The Town burnt twice by the Exench, 
Oh, 
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Oh, Heavens, how ſtrange theſe Alterations are? 
Shall we want Ballads in 4 Country Fair? 

The merry ' (4) Fidlers long ſince left the Town, 
And now of late the Gallows is broke down; 
Which by the ancient Charter ſtill did uſe 

To furniſh Matter for the Tragick Muſe. 

No wonder then if Poetry decay, 

When ſuch Encouragements are ta'en away. 
There was a time when not a Dog could die 
Within theſe Walls, (5) without an Elegy. 

A Dog of Note, I mean; not every Dog 

Bred 2 to tug the naſty Tail of Hog; | 

But ſuch as and, who liv'd in general Faſhion, 
And dy'd as Genteels do, (c) of Recreation. 

But at Megg's Grave they now all Silence keep, 
As though they fear'd to wake her from her Sleep: 

Not all the Market will afford a Verſe 
To pin upon a Siſter Poet's Hearſe, 
Poet by Marriage, ſo ſhe claims that Honour, 
As Madam hers, by a Knight's lying on her. 

Nay (4) Batt himſelf ſtands mute, as dull and dead, 
As Friar Bacon's thrice- neglected Head. 

That Son of Fancy, got in Raptures, he, 
Whoſe Life and Living is all Poetry, | 
Who ſuck'd Profodia from his Mother's Teat;. 

Will like a Caterpillar he was all Feet: 

A walking Ode, a Hymn of Ekes and Ayes, 
Whoſe Pulfe is but the ſcanning of his Days ; 
He'who ne'er ſpeaks nor thinks, but in true time, 
Farts Epigrams, and ſnores "em too in Rhyme ; 
He ſtandeth difinſpir'd, and ſome ſuppoſe 

Intends to take his leave of her in Proſe. 

A tame wild Beaſt of late, knowing he muſt, 
When he grew fat, he damn'd to Palty-cruſt, 
Choſe.a more noble Fate, and licking in 
Poiſon, prevented the Cook's Rowling-pin.. 


(a) There was formerly Muſick for the Mayor and Town. 


Batt mad El Captain N "DD 5 
(2) Bair made an f upon , Nacbou's Dog Qua 


(4) Batt made no Elegy upon his Wife. ; 
1 89 Hero 
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1 eroick Act! which noble (a) Batt did ſcorn 

Hoping to be rewarded with a Horn) 

011d unbewail'd in Rhyme Heroick-go : 

nd could not his own Dear oblige him ſo? 

Mut Megg the Wife of Batt, aged Eighty, 

eceas'd November thirteenth, ſeventy three, 

Ne caſt, like common Duſt, into the Pit, 

WV ithout one Line of Monumental Wit? 
One Death's-head Diſtich, or Mortality-ſtaff, 

WW ith Senſe enough for Church-yard Epitaph? 

No ſtirrup-Verſe at Grave before ſhe go! 

ait doth not uſe to part at Taverns ſo. _ 

W Grief here prevailing, ſtruck the Satyr dumb, 

ho twiſting hard: his Fropping Noſe with Thumb, 

Like one that turns a Conduit-cock about, 

o let the Water guſh. more freely out: 

ethought I wept too then, and ſighing ſaid, 

ourage, kind Gobling, though the Times are bad, 

nd Wit's as ſcarce as Money, yet no doubt 

ame will provoke. ſome worthy Poet out, 

ho from her Story will renown his Pen. 

WHe kindly bow'd, and ſmiling ſaid Amen. 

t which I woke, as Men at Sermons uſe, 


Nad heard ( Batt knocking at the Door for Dues... 


0” 


4 Song for Sr. Cecilia Day, 1690. 
Written by Tho. Shadwell, Eſq; and Compos'd 
by: Mr. King.. 


Br Sacred Harmony, prepare our Lays, 
| 4 While on Cecilia's Dar, we ſing your Praiſe, 
rom Earth to Heay'n our warbling Voices raiſe ! 


(a) Batt made an Elegy wpon Captain Narbon's Back. 
(): Batt collact the Parſon's Dues r 2 


II. Join 
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Join all ye glorious Inſtruments around, 

The yielding Air with your Vibrations wound, 

And fill Heav'n's Conclaye with the mighty Sound. 

III. . 

You did at firſt the warring Atoms join, 

Made Qualities moſt oppoſite combine, 


While Diſcords did with pleaſing Concords twine. 
IV 


The I niverſe you fram d. you ſtill ſuſtain; 
Without you what in Tune does now remain 
Wou'd jangle into Chaos once again. 

6. 


It does your moſt tranſcendent Glory prove, 
That, to compleat immortal Joys above, 
There muſt be Harmony to crown. their Love. 

VI 


Dirges with Sorrow ſtill inſpire 
The doleful and lamenting Quire, | 
With ſwelling Hearts and flowing Eyes, 
They ſolemnize their Obſequies ; 
For Grief they frequent Diſcords chuſe, 
Long Bindings and Chromaticks uſe, 
Organs and Viols fadly Groan 
To the Voice's diſmal Tone. 
VII. 
w ch entle eee we 
xpreſs, there muff be Harmony; 
We touch the ſoft and tender Flats, 
The ſprinkling and melodious Lute, 
When we” ee the tickling Smart 
Which does invade a Love-ſick Heart: 
Sweet Nymphs in pretty Murmurs plain, 
All chill and panting with the pleafing Pain, 
Which can be eas - en the Swain. 


If Poets, in a lofty Epic Strain, 

Some ancient-nahle Hiſtory recite, 

How Heroes love, ang. puiſſant Conquerors fight, 
Or how on cruel Fortune they complain: Or 
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or if Muſe the. Fate of Empires ſings, | 
= Thc Change of Crowns, che Riſe and Fall of Kings: 
CHORUS. | 

"Tis. ſacred Muſtek does impart WET 

Life and Vigour to the Art, . 34 N 
t makes the dumb- Poetic Pittuges breath, 
Vittor's and Poets Names it ſaves from Death. 

| IX 


How does the thund'ring Martial Song 
Provoke the Military Throng. ! | 

The Haut-boys and the — Fife, 
With Clamors of che Deafning Drum, 
Make Peaſants bravely hazard Life, 
And quicken thoſe whom Fears benum ! 

The Clangor of the Trumpet's Sound 
ils all the duſty Place around, | 

And does from neighb'ring Hills rebound : 

15 triumph when we ſin 

We make the trembling Valleys ring. | 
Grand CHORUS, — 
ll Inſtruments and Voices fit the Quire, ; h 
ile we enchanting Harmony admire. 

What mighty Wonders by our Art are taught, 
What Miracles by ſacred Numbers be 
Dn Earth: In Heav'n, no Joys are perfect found, 
Till by Celeſtial Harmony they're crown'd, 


LOVE's MARTYR. 


A Lexis, inſtead of a Tear and a Kiſs, 

Wou'd yeſterday Hector me out of a Bliſs ; 
e vow'd, it his Chloris he might not enjoy, 
imſelf, in revenge, wou'd Alexis deſtroy, 
ſmil'd at his Paſhon, and in the next Grove, 
bade him go expiate this Sin of his Love. 


* 


Tho? 
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Tho' he bluſn'd firſt, and ſtarted; yet kiſſing my Hand, 
Like Light'niag he flew to obey my Command, 
But I, for his ſake, will neuer again 
Make Wounds that admit a Self-cure to their Paix. 
But I, for, &c. =o W 


I trac'd his warm Steps; indeed I was loth 

The pettiſh young Shepherd. ſhou'd keep his raſh Oath: 

I follow'd him, *till my Alexis I Gond 

A gaſping for Breath. upon the cold Ground, 

Like Winter's bright Ornament, thawing away, 

So fair and ſa beauteouſly dying he lay ; 

For I eaſily ſaw, , by his trembling, and ſtarting, 

And quickneſs of Breathing, my Love was departing, 
With that I cry'd out, I will never again | 
Make Wounds that admit a Self-cure to their Pain 
With that I cry'd out, &c. 


When I in this deſperate Fit did hun view, 

It ſoft'ned me ſo, methought I cou'd die too: 

But e' er I cou'd haſten to him through the Buſhes, 

My ſuccouring Flame b'ing o'er-aw'd by my Bluſhe, 

I ruſtled i'th' Myrtles, as who wou'd have ſaid, 

Behold here an equally languiſhing Maid. 

But all was in vain; for, alas! I did find 

That Cupid is deaf too, as well as he's blind. 
I ſate down and wept, to ſee the fond Swain 
Too far on his way, to be call'd back again. 

] fate down and weft, &c. 


By this time his Spirits and Sight were ſo failing, 
My-penitent Tears were nothing availing; 
I purpos'd to quit my Life, tho' not my Shame, 
When at his laſt Breath he call'd out on my Name: 
Ah, Chloris though dying, yet ſmiling, he aid, 
Thy Forces come now too late to my Aid, 
For juſt as he ſpy'd me, like Snow at the Sun, 
He melted away----The Youth's Buſineſs was done. 
But I, for his ſake, will never again 
Male Wounds that admit a Self-cure to their Pain. 
But 1, for, &c. | 1 
600 
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% O take in good part the Squeeze of the Hand, 

5 T (The Language of Lovers that dare not demand) 
And when with another as cloſe and as hard, 
&You have made him believe there's nothing debar'd ; 

Then to tell. him a Tale of a Cock and a Bull, 
That you meant no ſuch thing, and play'd but the Fool. 
Faith Madam, to undeceive ye, x 

For all your Pretences, 

And idle —— 
The World will never believe ye. 

Ges © | 

he tread of the Toe to admit, and be free 
o anſwer again with a Toe-Repartee ; 
o expreſs with her Eyes herinward Deſires ; 
And thus with falſe Hopes to kindle his Fires, 
WW ct after all this to wheedle demurely, 
Twas nothing of Love, but Civility purely ; 

Faith Madam, to undeceive ye, 

For all your Pretences, 

And idle Defences, | 
The World will never believe ye, 

* 

o let him enjoy the Amorous Bliſles, 

Df feeling your Breaſts, and paſſionate Kiſſes; 
ud with the ſame Paſſion to kiſs him again, 
nd make him believe you'll eaſe all his Pain; 

et after all this, your Lover to balk, 
For Fear of the World, and the Peoples odd tal; 

Faith----- Madam, hear my ſhort Speech: 

If he ask ye to do it, 
Go privately to it, | 
And bid the World kiſs your Breech, 


- 


„ 
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The LANCASHIXE SONG, 


TN Lancaſhire, where I was both, 
And many a Cuckold bred ; tt 
I had not been Marry'd a quarter of a Tear, 
[But ithe Horns grew on my Head. 
With hei the Toe bent, and hie the Tos. ben, 
Sir Pietey is: under. the Line; 
God ſave the good Earl of Shrewsbury, 
For he's a good Friend of mine. 


Doncaſter Mayor, he fits in a Chair, 

His Mills they merrily go, 

His Noſe it doch ſnine, Ar drinking of Wine, 
The Gout is in his great Toe. 


But he that will fiſn for a Lancaſhire Laſs, 
At any time or tide, 

Muſt bait his Hook with a good Egg Pie, 
And an Apple with a red ſide. 


He that Gallops his Horſe on Blackſone-edge, 
By chance may catch a fall; 

My Lord Mounteagle's Bears be dead, 
His Jack-an-Apes and all. 


At Shipton in Craven there's never a Haven, 
Yet many a time foul Weather ; 

He that will not lye a fair Woman. by, 
1 wiſh he were hang'd i in Leather, 


My Lady has loſt her left Le hoſe, 
So has ſhe done both her * 
She'll earn her Breakfaſt before he riſe, 
She'll lye elſe a-bed till Noon. 


Joane Molton's Croſs is of no force, 
* many a Cuckold go by; 


. 
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et many a Man do all chat he can, | 
Ye a Cuckold he ſhall die. | 


The good Wife. o' the Swan has a Leg like a Man, 
Full well it becomes her Hoſe; | 

ve jets it apace with a very good Grace, 

= But falls back at the firſt Cloſe. 


he Prior of Cour-tree made a great Pudding: pie, 
His Monks cry'd Meat for a King; 

f the Abbot of Cheſter do die before Eaſter, 
Then Banbury Bells muſt Ring. | 


Dae that will a Welch Man catch, 
Muſt watch when che Wind's i'the South, 


And put in a Net a good Piece of Roaſt Cheeſe, 
And hang it cloſe to his Mouth,  _ 


And Lancaſhire, if thou be true, 

As ever thou haſt been; | 

o ſell thy old Whittle, and buy a new Fiddle, 
And cry God fave the Queen. 


The L EATHER B OTTE Z. 


EAT O W God alone that made all things. 
Heaven and Earth and all therein, 

he Ships that in the Sea do ſwim . 

o keep our Foes from coming in, 

hen every one does what he can 

ll for the good Uſe of Man. | 

And I wiſh in Heaven his Soul may dwell 

That firſt invented the Leather Bottel. I - 


Wow what d'ye ſay of Cans of Wood? . 
pth they are naughty they cannot be good, 
You, IV. F | 


8 The FouxrRH PART F/ 
For when a Man for Beer doth ſend, 
To have them full he doth intend; 
The Bearer ſtumbles by the way, 
And on the Ground the Beer doth lay; 
Then doth the Man begin to Ban, 
And ſwears twas long o' th” Wooden Can, 
But had it been a 2 Bottel . 
It had not been ſo, for all had been well, 
And ſafe therein the Drink would remain, 
Until the Man got up again. 

Then 1 wiſh, &c. 


CCS LEERMPFR” 


W hat do you ſay to Glaſſes fine? | A; 
Faith they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; _ By 
For when a Man's at Table ſet, 1 
And by him ſeveral ſorts of Meat, 
The one loves Fleſh the other Fiſh, 

Then with your Hand remove a Diſh, 
Touch but the Glaſs upon the brim, 
The Glaſs is broke — naught left in. 
The Table-Cloath, though ne'er ſo fine, 

Is ſoil'd with Beer, or Ale, or Wine, 

And doubtleſs for ſo ſmall Abuſe 
A Servant may his Maſter loſe. 
Then I wiſh, &c. 2 — 


What ſay you to the handled Pot? 
No Praiſe of mine ſhall be his Lot, 
For when a Man and Wife's at ſtrife, 
(As many have been in their Life,) 
They lay their Hands upon it both, 
And break the ſame, although they're loth; 
But woe to them ſhall bear the Guilt, N 
Between them both the Liquor's ſpilt; | 80 
For which they ſhall anſwer another Day; | 
For caſting their Liquor ſo vainly away; 
But if it had been Leather-bottell'd, Pe 
One might have tugg'd,. the other have held, 
Both might have tugg'd till their Hearts ſhould brei 
No harm the Leather-Bottel could take. 
0 | 


wo 4 


} 
Wha 
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What ſay you to 2 of Silver fine? 
= Why faich, they ſhall have no Praiſe of mine; 
fror when a Lord for Sack doth ſend, 
== To have them fill'd he doth intend; 

The Man with the Flagon runs away, 

And never is ſeen after that Day; 

The Lord then begins to Swear and Ban, 

For having loſt both Flagon and Man; 

But had it been either Page or Groom, 

With a Leather-Bottel it had come home, 
Then 1 wiſh, &c. 


And when this Bottel is grown old, 

And that it will no longer hold, 

Out of the Side you may cut a Clout 

To mend your Shoes when they're worn out; 

Then hang the reſt upon a Pin, 

'Twill ſerve to put odd Trifles in; 

As Candles ends, and Awls and Rings, 

For young Beginners have ſuch things. 
Then J wiſh his Soul in Heaven may dwell, 
That firſt deviſed the Leather-Bottel. 


— —ↄ— 
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1. 


The MAIDEN 's Longing. 


A Maiden of late, 


Whoſe Name was ſweet Kate, 
She dwelt in London near Alderſgate ; 
Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, 


She wou'd have a Child, wirhout help of a Man, 


To a Doctor ſhe came, 
A Man of great Fame, 5 
Whoſe deep il in Phyſick Report did proclaim: 
Quoth ſhe, Mr. Doctor, ſhew me, if you can, 
How I may conceive without help of a Man. 
F 2 


Then 
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Then lifteh, quoth He, e 
Since [ it muſt be. | we 

This wondrous ſtrange Med'cin I'll ſhew preſently, 

Take nine Pound of Thunder, ſix Legs of a Swan} 

And you ſhall Conceive without kelp of a Man. 


The Wood of a Frog, 

The Juice of a Log, | 

Well parboyt'd than in the Skin of a Hog, 
With the Egg of a Moofi-Calf, if get it you can, 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man. 


The Love of falſe Harlots, 

The Faith of falſe Varlets, 

With the Truth of Decoys that walk in their Scarlets, 
And the Feathers of a Lobſter well fry'd in a Pan, 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man, 


Nine Drops of Rain 
Brought hither from Spain, 
With the Blaſt of a Bellows quite over the Main, 
With eight Quarts of Brimſtone brew'd in a Beer Cay, 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man. 


OLI So D R [ 
r 


Six Pottles of Lard 

Squeez'd from a Rock hard, ., 
With nine Turkey Eggs, each as long as a Tard, 
With a Pudding of Hail-ſtones well bak'd in a Pan, AK 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of a Man. x. 


hen 


Theſe Med'cins are good, 

And approved have ſtood, | 

| Well temper'd together with a Pottle of Blood 
Squeez'd from a Graſhopper and the Nail of a Swa, 
To make Maids Conceiye without help of a Man, 


= 
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The HoBGoOBLIN. 


Young Man lately in our Town, 
A He went to Bed one Night, 

He had no ſooner laid him down, 
WBut was troubled with a Sprite; 


et him do what he can. 
Sure then, he faid, 

It muſt be laid 

By Woman, not by Man, 


A handſome Maid did nndertake, 
: ind into the. Bed ſhe leap'd, 
And to allay the Spirit's Power 

: Full cloſe to him the crept; - 

he having ſuch a Guagdian Care, 
ler Office to diſcharge, | 
be open'd wide her Conjuring-Book, 

WA nd laid the Leaves at large. 


WHer Office ſhe did well perform, 

WV ithin a little Space; 

WT hen. up ſhe * and down he lay, 
Wind durſt not ſhew his Face. | 
Pe took her leave, and away ſhe went 
When ſhe had done the Deed ; 

Waying, if*t chance to come again, 


When ſend for me with ſpeed. 


l, | 


— — 


o vizorouſly the Spirit ſtood, 5 
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1. 


Sir EGLAM OR k. 


4 IR Eglamore, that yaliant Knight, 

: With a fa la, lanctre down dillie, 

e fetch'd his Sword, and he went to fight, 
Fa la lanctre down dillie, © n 


Wo F 3 


And 
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And as he went over Hill and Dale 
All Armed in his Coat of Male, 
With a fa la lancire down alli. 


A hugeous ”_ Bae leapt « out of his Den, 


With, & 

Which had Nana the Lord knows how many Men; 
Fa la, &c. 

But when he ſaw Sir Eglamore, | 4 


Good Lord! how the Dragon began to Roar! 
With a fa, &c. 


The Dragon he had an a plaguy Hide, 
Fa la, &c. 

Which could both Sword and Spear abide, 
Fa la, &c. 

He could not enter with Hacks and Cuts, 

Which vext the Knight to the Heart Blood and Guts, 
With his, &c. 


All the Trees i the Wood did ſhake ED 
Fa la, &c, 
Stars did tremble, and Man did quake, 
5 Fa la, &c. nit 
But had you ſeen how the Birds lay peeping, - 
Twou'd ha' made a Man's Heart to have fallen : 
With a ja la, &Cc. . [ weeping, 


But now it was too 10 to fear, 
Fa la, &c. 

For now it was come to fight Dog fight Bear, 
Fa la, &c. 

And as a yawning he did fall 

He thruſt his Sword in, Hilt and all, 
With his fa, &c. 


But now as the Knight in Choler did burn 
3 Fa la, &c. 
He ow'd the Dragon a ſhrew'd Turn, 

Fa la, &c, 
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In at his Mouth his Sword he bent, 
The Hilt appear'd at his Fundament, 
_ With a fa, &c, 


* — F — — Fo 
—_ EN 0 * 
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Then the Dragon like a Coward began to fly 
Fa la, &c. | 
Unto his Den that was hard by, 
Fa la, &e. 
And there he laid him down and roar'd; 
The Knight was vexed for his Sword; 
Fa la, &c. 


The Sword it was an a right good Blade 

With fa la, &c. 
As eyer Turk, or Spaniard made, 

With a fa, &c. 7 
I for my Part do forſake it, | 
And he that will fetch it, let him take it, 

With a fa, &c, 


When all this. was done, to the Alehouſe he went, 
Fa, &c, 


And by and by his two Pence he ſpent, 
Fa la, &c. . 
For he was ſo hot with tugging the Dragon, 


That nothing wou'd quench him but a whole Flagon, 
With a fa, &c. 


Now God preſerve 'our King and Queen, 
Fa la, &c, 
And eke in London may be ſeen, 
| Fa la, &c. 


As many Knights, and as many more, 
And all as good as Sir Egle 


With a fa la lanctre down dillie. 


- 


e 


F 4 | The 


— 
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The Gelding of the Devil. 


. Jeſt I will you tell 8 

Of che Gelding of the Devil of Hell; 
And of the Baker of Mansfield Town: 

To Mancheſter Market as he was bound, 
And under a Grove of Willows clear, 
The Baker was ſinging with luſty Chear, 
Beyond the Willows there was a Well, 
And there he met with the Devil of Hell. 


Oh, quoth the Devil, how chanceth that 
Thy Horſe he is ſo fair and fat? 

Gcod Sir, quoth the Baker, by my Fay, 
*Cauſe both his Stones are cut away 
For he that is a Gelding free, 

Both. At and luſty he will be: 

Oh qũo' the Devil, and ſay'ſt thou me ſo, 
Thou ſhalt Geld me before thou doſt go. 


The Baker had a Knife of Iran and Steel, 
Wherewith he gelded the Devil of Hell, 
"Twas ſharp and pointed for the Nonce, 

Fit for to carye all manner of Stones; 

The Baker he lighted from off his Horſe 

And cut the Devil's Stones clear from his Arfe. 
Oh! quoth the Devil, beſhrew thy Heart, 
Thou doſt not fee] how I do ſmart, 


For gelding of me thou art not quit, 

I mean to geld thee the ſame Day Sennight; 
The Baker hearing the Words he ſaid, 

In his Heart was ſore afraid: _- 

He hy'd him unto the next Market Town, 
To ſell his Bread both White and Brown, 
And when the Market was done that Day, 
The Bgker rode home another way; 
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And told his Wife how all befell, b 

How he had Gelded the Devil of Hell : = 

Strange Words, quo* he, I heard him ſay, 

He would Geld me the next Market Day. | 

Therefore, quo? the Baker, I ſtand in doubt. | 

Uds bobbs, I'd rather his Eyes were out, | 

I'd rather thou ſhould'ſt break thy Neck-bone, ; | 

Than for to loſe any manner of Stone, | 
| 


For why; itis a loathſome thing, 
And every Man will call thee Gelding. 
Thus they remained both in fear, 
Untill the Market-day drew near, 
Then, quo' the. Goodwife, well 1 wot, 
Go fetch me thy Doublet and thy Coat, 
Thy Hoſe and thy Shoes and thy Cap allo, 
And I like a Man to the Market will go. 


Then forth ſhe hy'd her in all haſte, 

With her Bread upon her Beaſt ; 

And when ſhe came unto the Hill Side, 

There ſhe ſaw two Devils abide. | 

A little Devil and another | 

Were playing like to Siſter and Brother. 
Oh, quo” the Devil, without fain, 

WF onder's the Baker, go call him again. 


De thou real Baker, or be thou wo, 

I mean to Geld thee before thou doſt go. 

But theſe were the Words the Woman did ſay, 
ood Sir, 1 was Gelt but Yeſterday. 

b, quo* the Devil, and that J will ſee, | 

and he pull'd her Hoſe beneath her Knee. 

nd looking upwards from the Ground, 

There he ſpy'd a moſt grievous Wound. 


Dh, quo' the Devil, now 1 ſee 

e was nothing cunning that gelded thee, 
or when he had cut off tay Stones clean, 
le ſhould have fow'd up the Hole again, 
F 5 
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He call'd the little Devil to him anon, 
And bid him look to that ſame Man, 
While he did go to ſome private Place, 
To get ſome Salve in little Space. 


The Devil was no ſooner gone his way, 

But upon her Belly there crept a Flea, 

The little Devil ſoon eſpyed that, 
He up with his Paw and gave it a Pat: 

The Woman for fear began to ſtart, 

And out ſhe thruſt a moſt horrible Fart: 

Hoop, hoop, quo' the little Devil, come again 1 ſay, 
Here's another Hole broke hard by, by my fay. 


Baker, quo' the Devil, thou canſt not be ſound, 
Thou ſmelleſt fo ſoar above the Ground; 
Thy Life and Days they cannot be long 

Thy Breath it ſavours ſo horrible ſtrong; 

The Hole is broke ſo near the Bone | 
There will no Salve well ſtick thereon : 
Therefore Paker, hie thee away, 

And in this Place no longer ſtay, 


_ The On CourTiEgR. 


WI an old Song made by an old ancien 
Pate 


Of an old worſhipful Gentleman, that had a grea 
Eftate, | 


W hich kept an old Houſe at a bountiful Rate, 
And an old Porter ta relieve the Poor at his Gate; 
Like an old Courtier of the Queen's, 
And the Queen's old Courtier. | 


Wich an old Lady whoſe Anger a good Word affivagts 
Who every Quarter pays her old Seryants their wa ö 
* Wi» 


— 
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Who never knew what belong'd to Coachmen, Foot- 
men nor Pages; | Badges. 
But kept twenty old Fellows with blue Coats and 
Like an old Courtier, &c, 


With-an old Study fill'd full of Learned old Books, 
With an old reyerend Parſon, you may judge him by 
his Looks, | 
With an old Buttery Hatch worn quite off the Hooks, 
And an old Kitchen, that maintains half a Dbzen old 
Like an old, &c. [ Cooks, 


With an old Hall hung about with Guns, Pikes and Bows, 
With old Swords — Bucklers that have born many 
ſhrewd Blows, 
And an old frize Coat to cover his Worſhip's trunk Hoſe, 
And a Cup of old Sherry to comfort his Copper Noſe, 
Like an old, &c. . 


With an old Faſhion when Chriſtmas is come * 

To call in his Neighbours with Bagpipe and Drum ; 

And good Chear enough to furniſh every old Room, 

And old Liquor able to make a Cat ſpeak and a Man 
Like an old, &c.  [dumb:; 


With an old Haaefinan, a Falconer and a Kennel of 


Hounds ; : 
Which never hunted nor hawked but in his own 
Grounds ; 
, Tha wh = old wiſe Man kept himſelf within his own 
Bounds : | . 
And when he dy'd, gave every Child a thouſand old 
Like an old, &c. [Pounds. 


But to his eldeſt Son, his Houſe and Land he aſlign'd 
i him in his Will to keep the old bountifut 
ind; be kind; 

To love his good old Servants, and to his Neighbours 
But in the enſuing Ditty you ſhall hear how he was 
Like a young Courtier, &c. fenclin'd, 
6 7 * Like 
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Like a young Gallant newly come to his Land, 

That keeps a brace of Whores at his Command, 

And takes tip a thouſand Pound upon his own Land; 

And lyes drunk in a new Tavern, *till he can neither 
Like a yoang, &c. {go nor ftand; 


With a neat Lady that is biisk and fair, 

That never knew what belong'd to good Houſe keep. 

| ing or Care; | 

But buys ſeveral Fans to play with the wanton Air; 

And ſeventeen or eighteen Preſſings of other Men's 
Like a young, &. | [ Hair; 


With a new Hall built where the old one ſtood, 

Wherein is burned neither Coal nor Wood, 

And a Shoyelboard-Table ſmooth and red as Blood, 

Hung round with Pictures that do the Poor no good, 
Lite a young, &c. : 


With a new Study ſtuft full of Pamphlets and Plays; 
With a new Chaplain that ſwears faſter than he prays; 
With a new Buttery Hatch that opens once in four or 
F 
With a new French Cook to make Kickſhaws and Toys, 
Lite a young, &c. 


With a new Fafhion when Chriſimas is come, 

With a new Journey up to London we muſt be gone, 

And leave no Body at Home but our new Porter 90%, 

Who relieyes the Poor with a thump on the Back with 
Like a young, Re. h [a Stone, 


Witch a Gentleman-l) ſher whoſe Carriage is compleat; 
With a Footman, Coachman, and Page to carry Meat; 
With a Waiting-Gentlewoman whoſe Dreſſing tis yery 


: . neat; | 
Who when the Maſter has din'd, lets the Servants not 
Like a young, &c. eat. 


With a new Honour bought with the old Gold; 
' That many of his Father's old Manors had fold ; 
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And this is the occaſion that moſt Men do hold: 
That good Houſe-keeping is now grown ſo cold. [1 
Like a young Courtier of the King's, | | 
Or the King's young Courtier. — 11 


- 


9 — 


N AX CISSIVUS, 


AS I was walking I cannot tell how; 

Nor I cannot tell whither nor where ; 

met with Crew, of I cannot tell who: 
Nor I cannot tell what they were; 

But Virgins I think; for they cry'd, 


Narciſſus, come Kiſs us, and loye us beſide, 


= * B: Rs ts. ii. A aa. 4 — —_ 
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They ſung a fine Song of I cannot tell what, 
Nor whether in Verſe or Proſe; 

Nor knew I the meaning, although they all ſat 
Even as it were under my Nolz ; 

But ever and anon they ery'd, 


Mangas come kiſs us, and love us beſide, 


There came in a Lad, but I cannot tell whence, 
With I cannot tell what in his Hand, 

It was a live Thing that had little Senſe, 
But yet it could luſtily ſtand; 

Then louder the Ladies they cry'd, / 
Narciſſus, come kiſs us, and love us beſide. 


Jome ſhak'd it, ſave Rroak'd it, ſome kiſs'd it, tis 
It look'd fo lively indeed ; | [faid; 


all hugg'd it as Honey, and none were afraid 
Becauſe of their bodily need. 


And louder the Ladies they c 
Narciſſus, come kiſs us, a 2 love us beſide 


it length he did put in this pretty fine Toy 
In I cannot tell where below. 


Into 
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| Into one of the Ladies, but I cannot tell why 
Nor wherefore it ſhould be ſo, | | 
But in the mean time they all cry'd 
Narciſſus, come kiſs us, and love us beſide. 


The Lad being tir'd began to retreat, 
And hung down his Head like a Flower, 
The Ladies the more did deſire the Feat, 
But alas, 'twas out of his Power. 
Then louder and louder they cry'd, 
Narciſſus, come kiſs us, and love us beſide, 


I then did return I cannot tell how, 
Nor what was in my Mind; - 

Nor what elſe I heard I know not I vow, 
Nor ſaw I, for Cupid is blind, 

But only the Ladies till cry'd, 
Narciſſus, come kiſs us, and love us beſide, 


—_—— 


2 * ww n... 


The FOVIAL TINKER 


T HERE was a Lady in the Land, 

She loy'd a Gentleman, | 

She could not tell what Excuſe to make 
To haye him now and then. 


But ſhe writ a Letter to him, 
And ſeal'd it with her Hand, 

And bid him become a Tinker 
To clout both Pot and Pan. 


And when he had the Letter, 

Full well he could it read; 
His Braſs and eke his Budget, 
He ſtraightway did provide. 


— 
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His Hammer and his Pincers, 
And well they did agree, 

With a long Club on his Back, 
And orderly came he. 


And when he came to the Lady's Gates 
He knock'd moſt haſtily, 

Then who is there, the Porter ſaid, 
That knock'ſt thus ruggedly ? 


am a Jovial Tinker, 
And I work for Gold and Fee; 
If you have any broken Braſs, 
Bring it hither to me. | 


I am the Jowvial'ft Tinker 

Between this Town and London, 
At mending of a Pot or Pan, 

Or Clouting of a Caldron. 


My Braſs is in my Budget, 

And my Rivets under my Apron, 
I pray you tell her Ladyſhip 

I'm come to mend her Caldron; 


Madam, yon is the ſtrongeſt Tinker 

Between this Town and London, — 
He pray's me tell your Ladyſni 

He's come to Clout your Caldron; 


0 go thy ways, good Porter, 
d let the Tinker in, 
For I have Work for him to do, 
And Money he may gain. 


And when he came into the Hall, 
Upon him ſhe did wink, 

Says take him into the Buttery 
And make the Knaye to drink, 


— 
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Such Meat as we do eat, ſhe ſays, 

And ſuch Drink as I uſe; 
For it is not any Tinker's Guize 

Good Liquor to refuſe. 


She took the Tinker by the Hand, 
Her Work for him to ſhew, 
And down faſt by. the Caldron Side 
Laid he the Lady low. : 


And gave to her a Hammer 
All in her Hand to knock; 

That her own wedded Lord might think 
The Tinker was at work, 


She put her Hand into her Purſe 7 
And pluckt out five good Mark; 

Here take thee this, ſaid ſhe, good Tinker, 
And for thy good Day's work. 


She took the Tinker by the Hand, 
Her wedded Lord to ſhew : 

Said ſhe, here is the Jovial fs Tinker 
That ever I did know. 


This is the Jovial'ſt Tinker, 
And the deareſt of his Work, 
For he'll not drive a Nail to th' Head, 
But he muſt haye a Mark, 


If ag. had been ſo wiſe, Madam, 
s I had thought y' ad been, 
Before you had ſet him at work, 
You'd haye agreed with him, 


Pray hold your Peace, good wedded Lord, 
Think not his Work too dear ; 

For could 1 do it but half ſo well, 
Twould ſave forty Mark a Year. 


And 
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And be not thou hence too long, Tinker, 
Nor look for any ſending, 

For if thou ſtay'ſt too long away, 
My Caldron will want mending, 


1 
A» 
| 
4 
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Sigh'd and I writ, e 
And employ'd all my Wit, 
And till pretty Sylvia deny d; 
'Twas Virtue I thought, | 
And became ſuch a, Sot, 22 
I ador'd her the more fog they Pride, 
Till mask'd in the Pit. | 
My coy Lucrece I met, "| | ; 
A Croud of gay Fops held her Play, = 
So brisk and ſo free, | 
| With her ſmart Repartee, 
I was cur'd, and went bluſhing 


| | HE. -: 
Poor Lovers miſtake ; - 
The Addreſſes they make IL 
With Vows to be Conſtant and True; 

Though all the*Nymphs hold 
For the Sport that is old, 7 
et their Play-mates muſt ever be new. 

IV. 

Each pretty new To 
They n die to —— ; 
Wind then for a newer they pine; 
= But when they perceive 
Others like 5 4 they leave, 


: hey will cry for their Bauble agaio. 


| ass 
1 


— 


away. 


| 
l 
1 
| 


—— 


— 
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EXPERIENCE. 


Elieve me, dear Moll, 
D For I've traded with all, 
Thoſe of Name and Eſtate, 
That have made the Town prate 
Of their many brave Deeds and great Forces; 
When they come to the Matter, 
Are weaker than Water, 
And have nothing that's ſtrong but their Purſes, 


With high Jellys and Broth 

They make the Blood froth, 

Which creates a falſe Fire 

And a ſickly Deſire; bo 
They Embrace her as if they could eat her; 

Such eager hot Flaſhes 

Streight turn into Aſhes, 


And 4 both themſelves and the Creature. 


Fo 


1 


Mother Moſely gives this 
For a Maxim to Miſs, | 
For thy Grandeur and Fame, 
| Keep a Cock of the Game, | 
But a tough brawney Dunghil to tread ye; 
Let the Wealth of thy Cully 
Provide for thy Bully; | 
Then his Weapon wilt always be ready. 


— — »» 1 


A RANT againſt CU PID. 


HOU damn'd perpetual peeviſh Folly, 
Curſe of a quiet Life, 
Father and Child of Laſie Melancholy, 
Author of publick- Care and ſecret Strife, 
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Expenſive Ruin, everlaſting Cheat, 
beloved Cõnſumption of the Great, 
Plague of the Poor, 
Sin of a ſalted frothy Whore, 
W hoſe emblematick Birth | | ; 
Foretold her Miſchiefs to the miſ-believing Earth. 


So rotten and ſo baſe 
The Embryo was, 
The Gods in Heaven and Earth could find no place 
Impure enough for ſuch vile Midwifry, | 
But drencht it in the wide World's Sink, the Sea 
There by the Rapid Motion | 
And the briny pickle of the Ocean, 
Which like a ſickly Stomach ſtrove 
To diſembogue the Potion 
On the reſiſting Rocks, that drove 
The Poiſon back again 
Into the troubled Main 
Preſery'd from Diſſolution, - 
It became 


The Queen of Beauty, Luſt and Shame, 


Thy lawleſs Sire 
Compos'd of Rapine, Blood and Fire, 
God of deſtructive Rage and War, 
= Lean Poverty and Deſolation are 
he Bleſſings which do fall from his Vain-glorious Carr, 
& With horrid Slaughter all imbru'd, _. 
With Curſes and with Hate purſu d 

He Venus wood: | 
The Union of this matehleſs Pair 
Of Raſh and Brave, Luſtful and Fair, 
= Produc'd this moſt accompliſh'd Heir, 
An Off-ſpring for ſuch Parents fit, 
Eternal Moth of Treaſure, Peace and Wit. 


i 


SON 


ne Wee Panri of 


SONG of Hey be. 


H OW ſeyere is forgetful old Age, 
To confine a poor Lover ſo? 
That I almoſt Deſpaiv | 
To ſee ey'n the Air, 
Much moge my dear Damon Hey ho. 


Though 1 whiſper my Sighs out alone, 
Yet I'm trac'd where-ever 1 go, 
For ſome treach'rous Tree 
Hides this old Man from me, 
And there he counts every ----- hay l. 


How ſhall I: this Argus blind. 
And ſo put an end to my Woe? 
But while I beguile _ 

All his Frawns: with a: Smile. 
I betray my ſelf with a Hoc. - 


My Reſtraint then, alas, muſt endure, , 
So that ſince my ſad Doom 1 know. 
1 will pine for my Love, f 
Like the Turtle Dove, _ 
And breath out my Life in hey hp. 


TE IDS — 
HARRY and MOLL. 
Y Name is. honeſt Harry, 
And I love little Mary. 


In f. pight of Ciſs, or jealous Beſs, 
- T'll have my own fegary. 


My Love is Blithe and Buckſome, 

And ſweet and fine as can be, 
Freſh and gay as the Flowers in May, 

And looks like Jack a Dandy. 
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And if ſhe will not have me, 
That am ſo true a Lovet, 

Pl drink my Wine, and ne'er repine, 
And down the Stairs I'll ſhove her, 


But if that ſhe will love, 
I'll 8 kind 10 be, by 

I'll give her Rings and pretty thing 
And deck her fike a Lady, * 


Her Petticoat of Sattin, 

Her Gown of Crimſon Tabby 

Lac'd up before, and ſpangl'd o'er, 
Juſt like a Bartholomew Baby. 


Her Waſtcoat ſhall be Scarlet, 

With Ribbands ty'd together; 

Her Stockings of a Bowdy hue, 
And her Shooes of Spaniſh Leather, 


Her Smock of fineſt Holland 
And lac'd in every Quarter, 
ide and wide, and long enough 

To hang below her Gatter. 


Then to the Church I'll have her, 

Where we will wed together, 
And ſo come Home when we have done, 
In ſpight of Wind and Weather, 


The Fidlers ſhall attend us, 
And firſt play John come Kiſs me; 

und when that we have danc'd a round 
Then ſtrike up Hit or miſs wm. 


hen hey for little Mary, 

'Tis he 1 love alone, Sir, 

et any Man do what he can, 
I will have her, or none, Sir. 
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Her who loves Lovers beſt, and her who Sports and 


And her who is dry Cork, an 


Or have you all old Vices worn, and now would find 


» 


The INDIFFERENT. 


By Mr. J. Do N NE. 


can love both Fair and Brown, [betrays 
Her whom Abundance melts, and her whom Wan 


Plays, | 
Her 7 0 the Country form'd, and whom the Tomy, 
Her who believes, and her who tries; 
Her who ſtill weeps with (pongy Eyes, 
never cries; 
I can love her, and her, and you, and you, 
I can love any, fo ſhe be not true. 


Will no other Vice content you ? 
Will it not ſerve your turn to do, as did your Mothers! 


out others ? | | 
Or doth a fear, that Men are true, torment you? 
Oh we are not, be not you ſo; | 
Let me, and do you, twenty know, 
Rob me, but bind me not, and let me go; 
Muſt 1, who came to travel thorough you, 
Grow your fixt Subject, becauſe you are true ? 


Venus heard me ſing this Song, Or 
And by Love's ſweeteſt ſweet, Variety, ſhe ſwore, Wi 
She heard not this 'till now; it ſhould be.ſo no mor 

She went, examin'd, and return'd ere long, Let 
And ſaid, alas, Some two or three The 
Poor Hereticks ifi Love there be, Or 
Which think to 'ſtabliſh dangerous Conſtancy. Bey 


But I have told them, ſince you will be true, 
You. ſhall be true to them who're falſe to you. 


F 
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The + . 
By the ſame Hand. 


OME live with me, and be my Love, 
| And we will ſome new Pleaſures prove 
of golden Sands, and cryſtal Brooks: 
With ſilken Lines and filver Hooks. 


There will the River whiſpering run 'E 
Warm'd by thine Eyes, more than the Sun. 
And there th' inamour'd Fiſh will play, 
Begging themſelves they may betray. 


When thou wilt ſwim in that live Bath, 
Each Fiſh, which every Channel hath, 
Will amorouſly to thee ſwim, 

Gladder to catch thee, than thou him, 


If thou, to be ſo ſeen, beeſt loth, 

By Sun, or Moon, thou darkneſt both ; 
And if my felt have leave to ſee, 
need not their Light, having thee, 


Let others freeze with angling Reeds, 

And cut their Legs with Shells and Weeds, 
Or treacheroyſly poor Fiſh beſet | 
With ſtrangling Snare, or winding Net. 


Let coarſe bold Hands, from ſlimy Neſt 
The bedded Fiſh in Banks out-wreſt, 

Or curious Traitors, fleave Silk flies 
Bewitch poor Fiſhes wandring Eyes. 


For thee, thou need'ſt no ſuch Deceit, - - 
For thou thy ſelf art thine own Bait, - 

That Fiſh, that is not catch'd thereby, 
Alas, is wiſer far than I. 1 
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The Broken HEART. 


By the ſame Hand, ; 


HE is ſtark mad, who ever ſays 

| That he had been in Love an Hour, 

Yet not that Love ſo ſoon decays, 
But that it can ten in lefs ſpace deyour. 


Who will believe me, if I ſwear Th 
That I have had the Plague a Year ? x 

Who would not laugh at me, if 1 ſhould ſay, O¹ 

J ſaw a Haſh of Powder burn a Day? | 

| | 0¹ 

Ah, what a trifle is a Heart, 

If once into Love's Hands it come? So 

All other Griefs allow a part | 

To other Griefs, and ask themſelves but ſome. An 

They come to us, but us Love draws, | 

He ſwallows us and never chaws: As 

Buy him, as by chain'd Shot, whole Ranks do die, 8 

He is the Tyrant Pike, and we the Frie. Ou 

| \ 

If 'twere not ſo, what did become An 

Of my Heart, when I firft ſaw thee ? \ 

I brought a Heart into the Room, | All 

But from the Room I carried none with me: 4 

If it had gone to thee, I know If: 

Mine would have taught thine Heart to ſnow p 

More Pity unto me: But Love, alas, Anc 

At one firſt blow did ſhiver it as Glaſs, i \ 

| att * 

Yet nothing can to nothing fall, B 


Nor any place be empty quite, 
Therefore I think my Breaſt hath a 
Thoſe Pieces fill, though they be mot unite ; 
And now as broken Glaſſes ow : 
A hundred leſſer Fares, fo 
My Raggs of Heart can like, wiſh, and adore, 
But after one ſuch Love, tan love no more. 


nes nn Pokus. 
The EC STASI E. 


By the ſame Hand. 


Here, like a Pillow on a Bed, 
A pregnant Bank ſwell'd up, to reſt 
The Violets declining Head, 
Sate we on one another's Breaſts, 
Our Hands were firmly cemented © 
By a faſt Balm, . which thence did ſpring, 
Our Eye-beams twiſted, and did thread 
Our Eyes upon a double String, 
So to engraft our Hands, as yet 
Was kf the means to make us one, 
And Pictures in our Eyes to get 
Was all our e | 
As *twixt twe equal Armies, Fate 
Suſpends uncertain: Victory, 
Our Souls, (which to advance our State 
Were gone out) hung 'twixt her and me. 
And whilſt our Souls negotiate there, 
We like ſepulchral Statues lay, 
All Day, the ſame our Poſtures were, 
And we ſaid nothing, all the Day. 
If any, ſo by Love refin'd, © 
That he Soul's Language underſtood, 
And by good Love were grown all Mind, 
Within eonvenient Diſtancè ſtood; | 


Becauſe both meant, both ſpake the ſame) 

8 by. thence a new Concoction take, 

1 nd part far purer than he came. 

his Eeſtaſie do unperplen 

= (We ſaid) and cel us what we love, 

e ſee by this, it was not Sex, 

= We ſee, we ſaw not what did move: 

But as all ſeveral Souls contain | 
2 of things, they W what, 

OI. IV. | 


He (though, he knew not which Soul ſpake, 
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If they be two, they are two ſo... 
As ſtiff twin Compaſſes are two, _ 
Thy Soul the fixt Foot, makes no ſhow 
To move, but doth, if th' other do. 


And though it in the center ſit, | 
Yet when the other far doth rome, 
It leans and hearkens after it, 
And grows erect, as that comes home. 


Such wilt thou be to me, who muſt, 

Like th' other Foot, obliquely run. 
"Y firmneſs makes my Circle juſt, 
nd makes me end where I begun, 


— —— 


„ 1 att 


LOVY Es DIET. 
Dy i. fume Hand, 


O what a cumberſome unwieldineſs | | 
And burdenous corpulence my Love had grown, 
But that I did, to make it leſs, 
And keep it in proportion, 
Give it a Diet, made it feed upon 9 
That which Love worſt indures, Diſcretion. 


Above one Sigh a Day I allow'd him not, 
Of which my Fortune, and my Faults: had part. 
And if ſometimes by ſtealth he got 
A the Sigh from my Miſtreſs' Heart, 
And thought to feaſt on that, I let him fee 
*Twas neither very ſound, nor meant to me. 


If he wrung from me a Tear, I brinid it ſo 
With Scorn or Shame, that him it nouriſh'd not; 
If he ſuck'd hers, I let him kn 

*T'was not a Tear, which he had got, 


- 


Hs i 


=-n_ 
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His Drink was counterfeit, as' was his Meat ; 
Her Eyes which rowl towards all; weep not, but ſweat. 


Whatever he would diate, I writ that, 
But burnt my Letters which ſhe writ to me; 

And if that Favour made him fat, 
1 ſaid; if any Title be 8 
Convey'd'vy this, Ah, what doth it ayajl, 
To be the fortieth Man in an Entail ? 


Thus I reclaim'd my buzzard Love, to fly . 
At what, and when, and how, and where I choſe; 
Now negligent of Sport I lie, Tong © Ky 
And now as other Faulkners uſe,  - *! 

I ſpring a Miſtreſs, ſwear, write, ſigh and weep 
And the Game kill'd, or loft, go talk or ſleep, 


1 
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Loy E's Opportunity negletied. 
0 


By Mr. Nat, LE z. 
H! the time that is paſt, 
When ſhe held me ſo faſt, ** 
And declar'd that her Honour no longer cou'd laſt? 
No Light, but her languiſhing Eyes did appear, 
To prevent all Excuſes of Bluſhing, and Fear, 


How ſhe ſigh'd, and unlac'd, 
Witch ſuch trembling, and haſte, 
As if ſhe had long'd to be cloſer embrac'd! _ 
My Lips the feet Pleaſure of Kiſſes enjoy'd, © _ 
While my Hands were in ſearch of hid Treafure em- 


33 , [ ploy'd. 
With iy Heart all on Fire : The 
In the Flames of Deſire, | 


When I boldly purſu'd _ ſhe ſeem'd to require, 
3 She 
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1 She cry'd, Oh! for Pity's ſake change your ill Mind 
= Pray, Amyntas be civil, or I'll be unkind. | — 


All your Bliſs you deſtroy, ... 

Like a naked young Boy, + 
Who fears the kind River he came to enjoy: 
Let's in, my dear Chloris, I'll fave thee from ha 
And make the cold Element pleaſant and warm. 


Dear Amyntas ! ſhe cries; | 
Then ſhe caſt down her Eyes 
And Nun Kiſſes confeſt what ſhe faintly denies. 
- © Too ſure of my Conqueſt, I purpos'd to ſtay 
Till her freer Conſent did more ſweeten the Prey. 
Le dan wenn Sar) *» * 


1 en big duni inet F eri & 2h 

0138 But, doo late 1 begun; e [ f 53th) E145 | 

ww © For her Paſſion was done: 

_ Now Amyntas, ſhe cry'd, I will never be wonz 
Thy Tears and thy Courtſhip no Pity can move, 


Thou haſt fightd the Critical Minute of Love. 
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WW HEN firſt my free Heart was inſpir'd by Deſire, 
| So ſoft was the Wound, and ſo gentle the Fire; 
My Sighs-were ſo ſweet; and ſo pleaſant. the Smart, 
I pity'd the Slave that had ne'er loſt his Heart. 
* He thinks himſelf happy, and fret; but alas! 
He's far from that Heaven which Lovers poſſeſs. 
| | - beet. | EPs . 


* 


In Nature was nothing that I could compare 
With the Beauty of Cloris, I thought her ſo Fair; 
A Wit ſo Divine all her Sayings did fill, 
A Goddeſs ſhe ſeem'd; and I thought of her (till 
With a Zeal more inflam'd; and a Paſſion more true, 
- Than a Martyr in Flames fer Religion can they | 
| Y ore 
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More Virtues and Graces J found in her Mind, | 

Than the Schools can invent, or the Gods e'er deſign'd. 

She ſeem'd to be mine by each Glance of her Eye, 

If Mortals might aim at à Bleſſing ſo high. 
Each Day, with new Favours, new Hopes ſhe did give; 
But alas! what is wiſh'd we too ſoon do believe. 


With awful Reſpe& while J Iov'd and admir'd, 
But fear'd to attempt what ſo much I defir'd, _ 
In a Moment my Joys and my Hopes were deſtroy'd, 
A Shepherd more daring, fell on and enjoy'd: 
Yet in ſpight of my Fate, and the Pains I endure, 
In a ſecond Amour I will ſeek: for my Cure. 


ADVICE wCUPIHD: 


In a SONG. 


| ; oF 
H O' I'm a Man in ev'ry Part, 
And much inclin'd to Change; 
Yet I muſt $op my. wand'ring Heart. 
When it defires to Range. 
II. 
1 muſt indeed my Cœlia love; 
Altho' 1 have enjoy'd ;: | 
And make that Blifs. {till pleaſant” prove, 
With which I have been cloy'd. 
| | III. 
I muſt that Fair one Juſtice do, 
I muſt ſtill conſtant be; 
For 'twere unkind to be untrue, 
While ſhe is true to me. 
2 n 
Then, Cupid; 1 muſt teach you how 
To make me ſtill her Slave: | 
That Food to make me reliſh now, 
Which once a Surfeit gave. 


n VF. Yau 
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r 
You muſt, to play this Game at firſt, 
Some Jealouſie contrive; 1 « 
That ſhe may vow. I am the worſt, 

And falſeft Man alive, | 

& FL 
Let her in Anger perſevere, 
Be Jealous as before; | 
Till 1 begin to huff, and ſwear 
I'll never fee her more. 
II. 
Then let her uſe a little Art, 

And lay aſide her Frown; | 
Let her ſome am'rous Glances dart, 
To bring my Paſſion down, | 

VIII. 
Thus whilſt 1 am again on Fire, 

Make me renew my Pain: 
Make her conſent to my Deſire, 

And me ſtill hug my Chain. 


— CE : 0 © a _— . * =: — 


KISSES, with an Addition. 


M Y Love and I for Kiſſes play'd; 
She wou'd hold Stakes, I was content: 
But when I won, ſhe wou'd be paid: 
With that, I ask'd her what ſhe meant. 
Nay then (ſays ſhe) I ſee, I ſee, you wrangle in vain; 
Here, take your Kiſs, and give me mine again. 


Dear Heart! faid I, that killing Frown - 
Shan't huff me out of what I got; 
Pay back my Stake, and that I won; 
I hate your wheedling greedy Plot : 
Not that I prize one Kiſs ſo much; for, were you poor, 
On your bare Lips I'd lend you twenty more. 


1 ſcorn 
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I ſcorn your Kindneſs, Sir, ſhe ſaid. . 
We Stak'd, and to't we went afteſh : 
Still I receiv'd, but fill I paid, 
Yet never had a Kiſs the leſs. "EP * 
Nay then, thought 1, I ſee, I fee we wrangle in vain; 
Here's better Sport, and ſtill the Loſers. gain. | 


In heat of Play, we threw at All, | 
I ſtak'd my Heart againſt her Head: 
She loſt, nor cou'd her Pray'rs prevail; 
For I was deaf 'till ſhe was dead. 
Nay then (quoth ſhe) I ſee, I fee I wrangle in vain; 
Give me my Head, and take your Heart again. 


41 W - 4 


By Mr. GL ANYIL. 


— 


Mpatient with Deſire, at laſt _ 1 

I ventur'd to lay Forms aſide, | 
Twas I was Modeſt, nor ſhe Chaſt, | 
The Nymph as ſoom as ask'd comply'd, 


With amorons Awe, a ſilent Fool, 
I gaz'd upon her Eyes with Fear: 1 
Speak Love, how came your Slave ſo dull 1 
To read no better there? oY 1 


1 n 


Thus, to our ſelves the greateſt Foes, 285 
Altho' the Fair be well enclin'd; 

For want of Courage to propoſe, | 
By our own Folly, ſhe's unkind, 
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80 the Tong apſent Winter- un, 3 on 01 
When'of the Cold we moſt complain, vp 
Comes flow, but ſwift away does run: 
Juſt ſhews the os and ſets again. 

. 11 
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So the prime Beauty of the spring, Ne 
The Virgin, Lilly, works our Eyes; 
No ſooner blown, but the gay thin 3 
Stoals from th Särge ſight, an a adde, I 
| HI, 5 
e gaudy Sweets o' th“ infant Vear, 
* That rav both the Smell, and View, 
Po thus deceitfully appear, | 
And fade as foon as felt unto. 4 
IV. | 
Amynta, tho' ſhe was more Fair 
Than untouch'd Lillies, Chaſte as Nane 
Welcome as Suns in Winter are,., \. 
And ſweeter than the blowing Roſe; 3 
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** | 

Yet when ſhe brought, as late ſhe did. | 4 N 
All that a dying Heart con'd eaſe, Hoa 

And by her ſwift Return forbid OE 
The Joys to laſt, * too like theſe. 


Ah Tyrant Beauty ! ! 40 19 thus 
Increaſe our Joy to mike it lefs ? 
And do you only ſhew to us | 

A Heav'n, eas a to bleſs > 


This was unmercifall ly | Kid,” 
And all our Blifs too dear has ME ; 
For is it not a Hell to find 


Ve had a Paradis that's s! 


The 
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The | Paſſion of Divo for Mneas : 
As it it incomparably expreſi in the 
Fourth Book of VI RGI. 


Tlranſlated by S. Godolphin and E. Waller, Eſqrs. 


= quid datur oti, | 
Nude chartis : Hoc eft mediecribus illis 
Ex vitiis unum----- Horat, I. 1. Sat. 4. 


The AR GUM E NT.. 

Dido was eſpous d a Virgin to Sichæus, and both liv'd 
happy. in their mutual Love, until her Brother Pyg- 
malion, -h was then King of Tyre, the Place of 
their Abode, by ſome: cloſe Trenchery ſlew Sichæus in 
hopes to poſſeſs f his great Wealth, and to diſpoſe. f 
his: Wife; all which, her Husband's Ghoſt appearing 
in her ſleep,” diſcovered ; telling her alſo where he had 
hid a onſederable Treaſure, of which Pygmalion knew f 
not. This ſhe took, and, in the Company of ſuch 
Friends ſhe could beſt truſt, and moſt hated the I 
rant, fled from thence, to ſeek her Fortune in ſone ſa- 
fer Place. At length arriving on the: ſhots of Libya, 
partly for Mony, partly by the Favour of ſome Neigh-- 
bour Princes, affefted\ with her Beauty, and the: hope 
to obtain her in Marriage, ſbe: got wee that 
Ground where the famous City of Carthage wa, af. 

 terwards built; whoſe. Foundation ſhe had” not only 
laid, but made ſoma: good Progreſs in. the Structure; 
when the wandring Frojam Rneas was by 'Tempeſt 8 
Shipwrack*'d on: ſome part of her Dominion. His great 
Fame, good: Mein, and. well relating of his Story, 
prevailed” ſo with. her that ſhe: not only repair'd his 
Ships, and feaſted him and his Company with great 
Magnificence ; but let him ſo far ee too Affection, 

that ſhe eſteemed him (at leaſt did not doubt but to © 
| > make 
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male him) her Husband; when his neceſſary purſuit 
„ 4 other $0 occaſioned his ſudden Departure, and 
Tragedy. | 
This Fourth Book deſcribing only her Paſſion, deep ſenſe 
of his Ingratitude, and her Death, has been alway; 
eſteemed the beſt piece of the beſt of Poets; has been 
tranſlated into all Languages, and in our Days at leaf 
ten times, by ſeveral Pens, into Engliſh. I is freely 
left to the Reader, which he will prefer, | 
This was done (all but a very little) by that incompara- 
ble Perſon, as well for Virtue as Wit, Mr. Sidne 
Godolphin, only for his own. Diverſion, and with 1 
Care, than fo exact a Judgment as his would have 
uſed, if be had intended. it ſhould have ever been 
made Publick, © 


E A N while the Queen fanning a fecret Fire, 
In her own Breaſt revolves her deep Deſire; 
She oft reflects upon the princely Grace N 
Of great Æneas, and that noble Race 
From whence he ſprings; her wounded Fancy feeds 
On his Difcourſe, his high Heroick Deeds: 
His Words, his Looks, her waking Thoughts imploy, 
And when ſhe ſleeps, ſhe ſees him with more joy; 
But ſeldom. fleeps : For when the ſhades of Night 
Had left their Empire to the riſing Light, 
Folding her Siſter m her Arms, ſhe ſays, 
| What unacquainted thoughts, what dreams are theſe! 
How 'great a Gueſt within our Walls we hold, 
How wiſe in Counſel, and in Arms how bold, ? 
The mortal Seed of Man acknowledge Fear, 
But this brave Prince his equal Mind doth bear 
Above all Chance, Did not my changeleſs Vow, 
And mine own WHl, engage me to allow 
No other Love; my fi ffection dead, 
And with the Soul of my Sicheus fled : 
Were not all Joys grown taſtleſs, and the name 
Of Love offenſive, ſince I loſt that flame; 
I might perhaps indulge this one Defire, 
For, Anna, 1 confeſs fince funeral fire . 
—_—_ 2 88 Embrac'd 
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Embrac'd Sichaus, this firſt Beam of Light 
Hath offered comfort to ſo dark a Night, 
Unwonted Motions: in my Thoughts retriey'd, 
1 find and feel the brand of Care reviy'd, 

But may the Earth, while! yet alive, deyour 

This hapleſs Frame, and Jove his Thunder pour 

Upon my Head, and ſink me to that Shade, 

That ſilent Deep, whence no return is made; 

Before I do thoſe ſacred Knots unty, 

W hich bind. me to ſo dear a Memory. 

He firſt unto my Soul this Ardor gave, 

And may he hold it in his quiet Grave. 

This ſaid, ſhe weeps afreſh. Anna replies; 

O chiefly lov'd, and dearer than mine Eyes, 

Sad and alone for ever will you waſte | 

Your verdant Vouth, nor Nature's bounties taſte 

In their due ſeaſon ?- think you that the dead | 

In their cold Urns welcome the Tears we ſhed > 

What though no Pray'rs have yet had Power to move 

Your Thoughts, to entertain a ſecond Love; 

Yet will you now with your own Heart conteſt? 

Nor give admſttance to a pleaſing Gueſt 2} 

Conſider where: this .new Plantation. lyes, 

And amidſt whom theſe: Walls of Carthage tile > 

Here the. Getulians, fierce Numidians there, 

On either ſide engage your watchful fear. 

Propitious Heav'ns, it ſeems, and Juno lead 

Theſe Trojans here with fo deſir'd an Aid : 

This Match will mix your Fortunes, and adyance 

The Tyrian State above all force or chance. 

Invoke the Powers above; with ſoft delay 

Engage the Dardan Prince to longer ſtay: 

Til the ſwoln Seas and Winds their Fury ſpend, 

And calmer Gales his Purpoſes attend. 120 
This Speech revives the Courage of the Dame, 

And through her burning Veins dilates the flame. 
Firſt to the holy Temple they repair, | 
And ſeek Indulgence from above by Prayer 
Law-giving Ceres, Phebus they invoke, | 
But above all do Venus! Altars ſmoke egy 


f 
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Propitious to tlie Bands of Love; the Queen [ 
With her own Hands; the Heifer's Horns between, P. 
Pours the ful Bowls; or midſt the Sacrifice- Sr 
Intentive walks, as the rich Odours riſe F. 
Freſh Gifts ſhe brings, and with a thoughtful Prain Bi 
Surveys the panting Livers of the ſlain ;  . M 
Blind Propheſies, vain Altars, bootleſs Prayer, F: 


How little help they? while ſo near a Care G 


That two ſuch Gods one Woman have betray'd ? 
* | I know 


Preſſes the Queen, and mingled with her Blood A 

Spreads ſecret- Poiſon through the purple Flood, A 

The hapleſs Dido is enrag'd by Love, Ve 

And with uncertain Thoughts doth wildly move. T 

So when a Shepherd's roving” Arrows find * 

And pierce (to him unknown) ſome careleſs Hind, Fi 

She ches thro* Woods, and ſeeks the Streams, oppreſt, Bi 

The deadly Arrow rankles in her Breaſt. A 

. Now to the Walls ſhe leads her Trojan Chief, 4 
| And with this Food ſhe entertain'd her Grief. 

| Shews the Sidonian Wealth; and, as ſhe ſpeaks,. F. 

| Her own Diſcourſe by Care diverted. breaks; 1 

| The Evening cloſes with another Feaſt, T 

| And there again ſh' invites the princely Gueſt 80 

| To tell his -Dangers paſt, and there again H 

| She-drinks' to Sher doe er Love and Pain.. A 

| But when the Prince (Night's darker Enſign ſpread, Sl 

| And ſleepy Dew upon alt Mortals ſhed) D 

1 Doth bid farewel, ſhe waking there alone Q 

ll Deſerted mourns that her dear Gueſt is gone; Sl 

| Or keeps Aſcanius in her Arms, to prove- ' A 

= If Likeneſs can'delude her reſtleſs Love. Vi 

| Mean-while her ſtately Structures ſlowly. rife, . A 

| Halt-finiſh*'d Carthage rude and broken lyes. G 

| TR" Deſtgn, to Heav'h exalted frame, . 

| Confus'd appears, and like a Ruin lame. T 

| Which when ſarvey'd by Juno from above, $ 

| And that the Mueen neglects her Fame for Love; 

IF Approaching Venus, thus Saturnia ſays: | A 

What ample Trophies, N Praiſe, H 

To you and to your Cupid will be paid, 80 
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1 know with what deſign you us'd this, Art, 
Planting Æneas thus in Dido's Heart, 
Saſpetting left theſe Walls of ours might prove 
Faithleſs to him, if not ſecur'd by Love. . 
But ſhall this partial Quarrel never ceaſe 
May we not now fix on eternal Peace? -* © 
Fair Dido loves, and feels your golden Dart; 
Give but like ardour to Z£neas' Heart, 
And we will rule this State with equal Power, 
And give the Troian Carthage for a Dower. 
Venus replies (ſeeing the Wife of Jove 
To croſs. the height of Roman greatneſs ſtrove. _ 
With this deceit) What. madneſs can tefuſe | 
Friendſhip with you, where you a Friendſhip chuſe !. 
But. whether Fove will favour this deſign,  * 
And the great People in one Empire join; 
This in your Prayers, who are his Wife, doth lye. 
Juno returns; Impoſe this Task on me, 
For what is now in hand, let this ſuffice, 
The Trojan Prince with this unhappy Prize, 
The wounded Queen, to. chaſe the flying Deer, © 
Soon as the, Beams of Morning: light a ear, 
Hyes to the Fields; there, on the ges TR... 
A darkning ſhower I'll pour of Hail and Rain, 
Shake Head 'n with Thunder, while the pale Troops ride 
Diſperſt with fear, and loſt without a Guide: 
One Cave in her dark Boſom ſhall afford 
Shelder to. Dido and. the Trojan Lord; 
And if, as. I, propitious to their Love 
You ſhine ; this ſhall their Hymeneal prove; 
All Rites ſhall here be done. Venus with ſiniles 
Conſents, but laughs within, at. Juno's Wiles, 
The, Morning come, early at . r 
The gallant Youth rife with the chearful Day: 
Sharp Jayelins in their Hands, their Courſers by, 
They walk amidſt the Hounds impatient Cry: 
Nearer the Gates the Tyrian Peers attend, 
And wait the een now ready to deſcend, 
Her prouder Steed, as fill'd with high diſdain 
Stamps the dull Earth, and. chaws the frothy Rein. 
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Mounted at laſt, her golden Quiver on | 5p 
Ty'd up with Gold, her Hair which Gold-like ſhone; 01 
Her purple Garment, claſpt with Gold, in head Sh 
Of her fair Troop, the brighter Queen doth lead: Tl 
With theſe the Trojans, and their great Chief, cloſe, Br 
As one fair Stream into another floys, Su 
He like Apollo in his light and heat, Th 
When he returns unto his native Seat | As 
Of Delos, and freſh yerdure doth reſtore, As 
Forſaking Xanthus and the Lycian Shore, As 
Thus he on Cynthus' ws his own retreat, Th 
Securely walks, thus welcome and thus great, Of 
The Dryopeans and the Cretans by, | She 
So doth his quiyer claſh ; not leſs than he An 
ZEneas ſhines, like Beauty's in his Face, She 
And in his Motions like attractive Grace. | Ta 
While thus they climb the pathleſs Hills, the cry Of 
Purſues the fearful Herds, which headlong fl Suc 
Down to the Vales, and on the boundleſs Plain Thi 
A longer chaſe in view of all maintain. | And 
But glad Aſcanius ſpurs his willing Horſe, Iii 
Now theſe, now thoſe, out-paſling in the Courſe, Jor 
He wiſhes ſome incenſed Boar his Ins] Wh 
Or Lyon from the Hills would croſs his Way.. An 


Mean-while the gathering Clouds obſcure the Pole, Wi 

They flaſh out Lightning, and in Thunder roul : 

A bitter Storm ſucceeds ; the Troops divide, 

And o'er the Hills diſpers'd to Coverts ride. 

One Cave in her dark Boſom doth afford 

Shelter to Dido and the Trojan Lord. 

Heaven ſhines with fire, Earth ſhakes at this ſucceſs, 
The conſcious Air is fill'd with Prodigies. 

_ was the hour, ry” one hp fatal Blow, 
The pregnant Spring of all ſucceeding woe. 
Ten TOO more have AE to move 
The hapleſs Queen, no more ſhe hides her Love, 
But doth her Crime expreſs with Hymen's Name, 
And lives expos'd a Theme to yarious Fame. 

Fame the moſt ſwift of Ills, which in her Courſe 
And Motion ſpreads, and flying gathers force, 

8 - Sprung 
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Sprung from a ſcarce diſcerned Seed, doth tread 


On the low Ground, but lifts to Heav'n her Head. 


She (as tis ſaid) was of that monſtrous Birth, 
The lateſt Siſter, which the teeming Earth 
Brought forth, to war with Heav'n itſelf alone; 
Surviving all her Brothers overthrown, 
Thouſands of Plumes advance her eaſie flight, 

As many Eyes-enlarge her piercing Sight, 

As many Ears to catch Reports, and then 

As many Tongues to ſpread thoſe Tales again. 


The filent Night cannot the Voice allay 


Of this ill-boading Dame ; in the bright Day 
She ſits upon the City Walls a Spy, 

And takes delight all fears to multiply: 

She now through Libya's Empire doth diffuſe 
Talk of Zneas, and th' unwelcome News 
Of Dido's: Love, that he late fled from Troy 
Such envy'd Power and Greatneſs doth enjoy, 
This the light Dame proclaims in ev'ry Ear, 
And to Iarbas doth the Meſſage bear; 

Jarbas, Who had felt fair Dido's ſcorn, 

Jove's Son, of raviſh'd Garamantis born, 
Who hallowed had to his great Father's Name 
An hundred Altars, which together flame 
With ceafeleſs Incenſe to the Powers aboye, 
Eternal Fires, Pledges of humble Love. 

Mad with the News, the Libyan Monarch lays 
Droſtrate himſelf before the Throne, and ſays ; 
All- powerful Jove, propitious to the Moors, 
Whom Libya more than any Land adores, 
Beholdſt thou this? or doth in vain our fear 
Aſeribe juſt. Vengeance to the Thunderer ? 

She, who à Stranger with our leave hath gain'd 
Poſſeſſion here, from us the Power obtain'd 

To plant a Town, hath thought herſelf above 

The Price and Merit of our ardent Love ; 

Yet now with joy receives into our Land 

The flying Trojan and his conquer'd Band, 

Reſigns to him her Beauty, Fame, and Power, 
Prefers the Phrygian to the ſcorned Moor. * 
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Is this our Pay, our Recompence, while we 
Conſume our Flocks in ſacrifice to thee? 

While thus he pours his Grief before the Shrines 
And ſacred Altars, mighty Jove inclines ; 
Looking. on Carthage, and the amorous Pair, 

Who in their Pleaſure quench all nobler Care, 

He thus beſpeaks his ſwitt Ambaſſador; 

Go, Son, and hie thee to the Tyran Shore, 
And to the Dardan Prince (whoſe generous firs {| 
Is now betrayed by Love, and low deſire) | 
This Meſſage bear. Twas not this deſtiny 

His faireſt Mother promis'd us, when ſhe 
Preſery'd him from the powerful Arms of Greece; 
She gave us then far other Hopes than theſe; 

That he from conquer'd Alba ſhould extend 

His Empire to the World's remoteſt end, 

And ſpread the fame of Taucer's mighty Race. 

If in bis Thoughts theſe Honours have no placę, 
If he have loſt all ſenſe of high Renown's 

Ah ! can he yet envy the Towers of Rome 

To his Aſcanius, and fair Latium's ſway : 

This Meſſage to the Phrygian Prince convey, 
And bid him hoiſe bis Sails. Swift: Mercury: - | 
Takes the command, and through the Air doth fly, 
His ſhining Wings of Gold, and in his Hand 
The Enſign of his Power, his ſacred Wand; 
That Wand which long-clos'd Eyes doth bleſs with light 
And ſeals up others in eternal Night. 4h: 

With this he cuts the Air, and yielding Clouds; 

At length ſees Atlas! top. Atlas which ſnrouds 
His pine-crown'd Head in Heaven, and doth ſuſtain 
Inceſſant Storms of new form'd Wind and Rain. 
Here firſt he ſtoops low as the Earth, and then 

hn his Wings with all their ſpeed again: 
Till the vaſt Seas o'erpaſt and Libya's Sands, 
He ſlacks his Courſe at Carthage; and there lands. 
Where when arriv'd he finds the Trojan King 
Viewing the Walls, intent in ordering 

The ſtrength and beauty of the new. rais'd Town; 
To whom the wing 'd Cyllenius thus begun: 2 


h, 


Through every part the much-amaaing News. 1 


Ab, too too mindleſs of your own Affairs, 

Your Thoughts immerſt in leſs concerning Cares, 
Can you in Tyrian Wealth and Greatneſs joy: 
And Carthage build, forgetfal of your Troy? 
Great Jove, who rules and fills the ſpacious All, 
The everanoving Spheres, the fixed Ball, 
Sends me to ask, With what unbleſt deſigg 


ou do the hopes of better Fates reſign, 


And Glory due to Teucer's mighty Race? | 
If in your Thoughts: theſe. Honours have no place, ' 
If you have-loſt all ſenſe. of high Renown ; . 
« can you yet envy the Towers of Rome 

o your Aſcanius, and fair Latium's ſway ?. 
ermes (this ſaid) returns the airy way 
He came; but cold Amazement doth ſurprize. 
AXneas' ſpeechleſs Tongue and fixed Eyes: 
His pious Fears urge him in haſte to- fly ... 
The too-lov'd Land and dear Ca tivity. 
But this reſoly'd, what way is left t'infuſe 
Th' unhappy Queen, with this unwelcome, News 7 
A thouſand Counſels wander in his Mind, 1652 
Now here, now there, ſucceſſively inclin dd; 
This he prefers, he calls Ewrylochas, +... | 
The bold Cloanthus, truſted Mneſthexs, ;, ' 
Gives them in charge that they the Fleet prepare, 
Gather their Troops, but yet diſguiſe their Care; 
That he, * will to the Queen impart 
At ſome fit time his much divided Heart: 
Or when his Canvas-wings are 1 to fly, 
Impute to Heav'n the {ad Neceſlity. -._ -- r 
Thus he reſolves, and thus commands theſe Peers, 
But nothing can eſcape the wakeful, Fears ; | ., | 
Of the enamour'd Queen, whoſe tender Breaſt | 
Preſages all, by the firſt change impreſt. 
Pefore the ill arrives: Already fame 
(Which lately did the Libyan Prince inflame}- 
Now takes delight to ſpread this ill Report, 
That the glad Phrygians to their Ships reſort, 
Preparing flight. The Jealous een purſues 
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The more ſhe hears, the more inrag'd with grief, 
She thus at laſt invades the Trojan Chief. | 
Could thy diſſembling Heart conſent to fly or « 
This hatred Land in crnel Secrecy ? © 
Per fidious Man, canſt thou ſo ſoon remove 
The Bands of Vows, and dearer Bands of Love! 
Nor ſpare one 'Word ? nor ſhed one Tear, to ſaye fro1 
My Life deſcending to the cruel Grave? 
; key et in Winter to the ſtorming Main zut 1 
Doſt thou expoſe thy wandring Fleet again? 
Cruel and falſe! didſt thou not ſeek a Land 
Unknown ? Did now the ancient lim ſtand, 
Were this a time through hazards ſuch as theſe ar | 
To ſeek thy Troy, through Winter Winds and Seas} St 
Whom Jos thou fly ? theſe unfeigned Tears 
I do adjure thee, by theſe loving Fears, | 
By my own Life, or (what is more) by thine, 0 | 
By all that hath oblig'd thee yet of mine, | 
Pity my Fall, and ſhew at leaſt ſome grace 
To theſe my Pray'rs, if Pray'rs may yet have plac n! 


For thee, the hate and envy I ſupport pO 
Of the Numidians and the Libyan Court; ith 
For thee I have diſpleas'd my own, and loft 
That Modefty, which I alone could boaſt , wa 
That better Fame, by which 1 had furviy'd be. 
My funeral Fire, and after Death had liv'd. — 
What have I left, or whither ſhall I fly 2 hi 
Shall I attend Pygmalion's Cruelty ? 74 
Or *till Iarbas do in Fetters lead N 
The proud Deſpiſer of his Love and Bed? 
I never could have thought my ſelf undone, erf 
Had but kind Heaven indulg'd me with a Son "may 


Reſembling«hee, in whoſe (though Childiſh) Face 
I might retrieve thy Look and princely Grace. 
Sad Dido pauſes here. The Trojan Chief 
Reftrains within the Motions of his Grief, | Dr e 
Then thus replies : You never can repeat, 5 
Great Nueen, the ſum of my unqueſtion'd Debt. yo 
Nor while my active Soul informs this Frame, | 
Ever ſhall I forget Eliza's Name. 10 
. urg 
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e no more, let it ſuffice that I 
n thankleſs ſilence never meant to fly ; + 
or did I ever to thoſe Bonds pretend | 
7hich now you charge me as a faithleſs Friend; 
ad I been truſted to deſign my Fate, 

hen Troy betray'd fell by the Grecians hate, 
from the Aſhes of that dear-loy'd Town 
ad there reſtor'd another 1lium. 
zut now the Lycian Oracle commands, 
{pollo now aſſigns th Auſonian Lands, | 
\nd thither bids us ſend our Thoughts and Care, 
nd only fix our Expectation there. 
air Carthage you and your own work ſuryey, 
Stranger born, a foreign Sceptre ſway. 
ad ſhall it be a Crime (alas!) if we 
WDeſire at laſt to reſt in Italy: a 
o Night doth paſs in which 1 do not ſee 
The old Anchiſe Image beck*ning; me; 

or is there day in which I not reflect 
Dn my Aſcanius, and that lov'd Aﬀpett 
ro whom by Fate th' Heſperian Town is due. 
ither of late Jove's winged Herald flew, 
or did he in deluſive Dreams appear; 
wake, 1 did the angry Meſſage hear. | 
When, faireſt Queen, do not this Fate withſtand : 
Inwillingly 1 leave your happy Land. 0 
hile thus he talks, the much-diſtemper'd Dame 


e. 


Nor wert thou of the gentle Goddeſs“ Breed, 
Nor art thou ſprung from | __ Anchiſes Seed, 
eerhdious Man! but from ſome ſavage Stock, 
ewn from the Marble of ſome Mountain Rock. 

or why ſnould 1 diſguiſe this height of ill, 
Ind ſtill deceiv'd, expect new favour ſtill: ? 
Did he let fall one pitying Word, one Tear ? 


hat ſhall 1 do} for now alas! I ſee 
That neither Juno deigns to favour me, 


Nor Jove: himſelf looks down with equal Eyes, | mod 
The Earth is faithleſs, faithleſs are che Skies. L ( 
Ship- 


ncenſt within, breaks forth into this fam. 


Or did he with one gigh my Paſſion hear? ce 


— — — 


Go then, and through the Seas ſeek 1zaly ; 


| Others the Order of the march attend, 
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Shipwrack'd and caſt upon the barren Shore. 


Purſu'd by cruel Fates, forſaken, poor, 
I gave thee harbour in my ſimple Breaſt; or 
Af! il-advis'd; ah! too-unmindful Gueſt. 

I ſav'd thy Fleet, thy Friends, and faithleſs Thee, 
But now (forſooth) 4pollo's Augury, 

The Oracles are urged to incite, : 

And angry Jove commands thy ſudden Flight. 
Is Heay'n concern'd ? doth care of human Fate 
Diſturb the Calmneſs of th' immortal State? 
Thou hear'ſt me not, regardleſs of my Cry: 


Through the deaf Seas, and through the angry Wind, 
And ſuch 8 as thou uſeſt, find: | 
There may'ſt thou call on Dido's Name in vain ; 
I'll follow thee, be preſent in thy Pain: | | 
And when cold Death ſhall this mixt-frame divide, 
My Ghoſt ſhall lacquey by thy frighted - fide. 
Thou dearly ſhalt repent ; the News of this 
Shall overtake my Soul, and'give-itibliſs. 
Nor waiting anſwer — Prince i ſhe flies, 


And wiſhes ſhe had Power to ſnun all Eyes; Nor. 


But fainting ſoon, and to her Chamber led, 
She threw herſelf upon her Ivory Bec. 

Pious Æneas, though his noble Breaſt, | 
Softned by Love, was with much Grief oppreſt, 
—_— fain he would with gentle Words aſſwage 
The Queen's high Paſſion, and divert her Rage, 
Suſpends not yet his Heaven - inſpired Care, 

But does his Fleet without delay prepare. 
The Trojans ply the Work, the buſie Main 

Is fill'd with noiſe, the Ships now float again: 

On every ſide are ſeen deſcending down: 

Long Troops, which bring Proviſion from the Town, 

So when the winter-fearing Ants invade 
Some Heaps of Corn the Husbandman had made; 
The ſable Army marches, and with prey | x 
Laden return, preſſing the leafy way: 
Some help the weaker, and their Shoulders lend, 


Bring 
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zeing up the Troops, and puniſh all delag 
*. were thy Fhoughts, (ad Dido, on that Day:? 
low deep thy Sighs ? When from thy Tower above 
Thou ſeek the Phrygians in ſuch Order move, 

And hear'ſt the Tumult of the Clamorous Sea? 

All- conquering Love! who can reſiſt thy ſway 2 - 
Once more the een to humble Tears deſcends, | 
And Language to her Grief once more ſhe lends, | 

hat ſhe might leave no Remedy untry d. 
or Counſel unexplor'd, before ſhe-dy'd./ 
Anna, ſhe ſaid, thou ſeeſt the peaphed Sea, / 
he Phrygians now their fatal Anchors' weigh. © - / 
Ready to looſe; 1 feel their great Chief's Scorn, 
hich, if foreſeen, I might perhaps have born. 
But now I make this one, this laſt Requeſt : 
ou in this faithleſs Man have intereſt; 
ou know his gentleſt Times, and belt can find , 

7 hat ways are left to mollifie his-Mind.  - 
o then, and uſe all-pity-moving Art, 
And, if you can, ſoften; his harder Heart. 

Not I at Aulis did with Greece N 2 21 
Nor did I bring one Brand to Troy's laſt Fire; 
| never rent Auchiſes honour'd Tomb: 
hy ſhould he then my ſad Entreaty ſhun ? 
do not urge (as once) our Marriage ties, 

hoſe ſacred Bonds which now he does deſpiſęe; 
Nor that he would fair Italy reſigns 
| only ask reſpite, and breathing time, 

Till my dejected Mind'leart te comply  :: - 
Taught by Degrees) with ſo great Miſery, 

All this her weeping Siſter does repeat = 
To the ſtern, Man, _ nothing could intreat. 

oft here her Pray'rs, and fruitleſs were her Tears, 
ate and great Jove had ſtop'd his gentle Ears. 

\s when loud Winds a well-grown Oak would rend 
Ip by the Roots, this way and that they bend -,/* 
is reeling Trunk, and wich a boiſtrous Sound -;. , ' 


. . 


Peatter his Leaves, and ſtrew them on the Ground: 
elde ng i 2 10 4 © 
? Here begins Mr, Waller Part. 
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He fixed ſtands, as deep his Root doth lye 
Down to the Center as his Top is high. 
No leſs on every ſide the Hero preſt, 
Feels Love and Pity ſnake his noble Breaſt. 
And down his Cheeks though fruitleſs Tears do roy] 
Unmoy'd remains the purpoſe of his Soul, 

Then Dido, urged with approaching Fate, 
Begins the light of cruel Heaven to hate 
Her Reſolution to diſpatch, and die, % 2 
Confirm'd by many a horrid Prodigy. 
The Water conſecrate for Sacrifice 5 
—_— all black to her amazed 'Eyes ; | 
The Wine to putrid Blood converted flows, 
Which from her, none, not her own Siſter, knows 
Beſides there ſtood, as ſacred to her Lord, 
A marble Temple which ſhe much ador'd, 
With ſnowy Fleeces, and freſh Garlands crown'd 
Hence every Night proceeds a dreadful Sound: 
Her Husband's Voice invites her to his Tomb, 
And diſmal Owls preſage the Ills to come. 
Beſides, the Propheſies of Wizards old 
Increas'd her Terror, and her Fall foretold. 
Scorn'd and deſerted to herſelf ſne ſeems, 


And finds Zneas cruel in her Dreams. 


So, to mad Pentheus, double Thebes appears, 
And Furies howl in his diftemper'd Ears ; 
Oreſtes ſo, with like Diſtraction toſt, 
Is made to fly his Mother's angry Ghoſt. 
Now Grief and Fury at their height arrive, 


Death ſhe decrees, and thus does it contrive. 


Her grieved Siſter with a ehearful Grace 


(Hope well diſſembled ſhining in her Face) 
She ks deceives, (Dear Sie 


| r) let us prove 
The Cure I have invented for my Love. 
Beyond the Land of — lyes - , 
The place where Atlas 'doth ſupport the Skies; 
Hence came an old ician, that did keep 
TH Heſperian Fruit, and made the * — ſleep. 
Her potent Charms do troubled Souls relieye, 
And where ſhe liſts, makes calmeſt Minds to a 
| | f 


\ 
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he courſe of Rivers or of Heay'n can ſtop, | 
and call Trees down from th' airy Mountains top, 
Witneſs the Gods, and thou my deareſt Part, 
How loath am I to tempt this pulity Art. * 
Wre& a Pile, and on it let us place 
hat Bed where I my Ruin did imbrace. 
vich all the Relicks of our impious Gueſt, 
rms, Spoils and Preſents, let the Pile be dreſt, 
The knowing Woman thus preſcribes) that we 
May raze the Man out of our Memory, 
Erhus ſpeaks the Queen, but hides the fatal end 
For which ſhe doth thoſe ſacred Rites pretend. 
or worſe Effects of Grief her Siſter thought 
VV ould follow, than Sycheus' Murder wrought, 
Therefore obeys her; and now heaped hi 
[he cloven Oaks and lofty Pines do lye, | 
ung all with Wreaths, and flowry Garlands round ; 
o by her ſelf was her own Funeral crown'd. 
pon the top, the Trojan Image lyes, 
und his ſharp Sword wherewith anon ſhe dies, 
hey by the Altar ſtand, while with looſe Hair 
he magick Propheteſs begins her Pray'r. 
Dn Chaos, Erebus, and all the Gods, 
hich in th' infernal Shades have their abodes, 
he loudly calls, beſprinkling all the Room 
ith drops ſuppos'd from Tethe's Lake to come. 
he ſeeks the Knot which on the Forehead grows 
f new-foal'd Colts, and Herbs by Moon-light mowes, 
Cake of Leven in her pious Hands | 
olds the devoted Queen, and barefoot ſtands ; 
Wne tender Foot was bare, the other ſhod, 
er Robe ungirt, invoking every God 
d every, Power, if any be above 
hich takes regard of ill-requited Love. 
ow was the time when weary Mortals ſteep 
heir careful Temples in the Dew. of Sleep; 
n Seas, on Earth, and all that in them dwell, 
deathlike Quiet, and deep Silence fell, 
It not on Dido, whoſe untamed Mind 
us d to be by ſacred Night confin d. 
. Vor. IV. H 
he 
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A double Paſſion in her Breaſt does move, A 
Love, and fierce. Anger for negle&ed Love: s 
Thus ſhe afflits her Soul, What ſhall 1 do? T 

1 


With fate inverted, ſhall I humbly woo, 
And ſome proud Prince, in wild Numidia born, 


Pray to accept me, and forget my Scorn ? + 
Or ſhall I with th” ungrateful Trojan go, 4 
Quit all my State, and wait upon my Foe ? C 
Is not enough, by ſad Experience, known 80 
The perjur'd Race of falſe Laomedon ? D. 
With my Sidonians ſhall I give them chaſe? W 
Bands hardly forced from their native Place? Ar 
No, die, and let this Sword thy Fury tame; U. 
Nought but thy Blood can quench thy guilty Flame. M. 
Ah Siſter! vanquiſh'd with my Paſflon, thou Ca 
Betraid'ſt me firſt, diſpenſing with my Vow. I. 
Had I been conſtant to Sychaus ſtill, a 
And fingle liv'd, I had not known this III. = 
Such Thoughts torment the Qxeer's inraged Brea, WF W. 
While the Dardanian does ſecurely reſt Ho 
In his tall Ship, for ſudden flight prepar'd, Un 
To whom once more the Son of Jove appear'd: Th 
Thus ſeem'd to ſpeak the youthful Deity, Th 
Voice, Hair, and Colour all like Mercury. See 
Fair Venus Seed! canſt thou indulge thy Sleep? He 
Nor better Guard in ſuch _ Danger keep? Did 
Mad by neglect to loſe ſo fair a Wind? Wi 
If here thy Ships the purple Morning find, Wl 
Thou ſhalt behold this hoſtile Harbour ſhine Wh 
With a new Fleet, and Fire, to ruin thine. Anc 
She meditates Revenge, reſoly'd to die; Sup 
Weigh Anchor quickly, and her Fury fly. Wh 
This ſaid, the God in ſhades of Night retir'd. I ſh 
Amaz'd Zneas with the warning fir'd And 
Shakes off dull Sleep, and rouzing up his Men, Tho 
Behold! the Gods corumand our flight again, And 
Fall to your Oars, and all your Canvas ſpread; Wh. 


What God ſoe!er that thus vouchſaf ſt to lead 
We follow gladly, and thy Will obey, 
Aſſiſt us ſtill, ſimoothing our happy Way, 
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And make the reſt propitious. With that word 
He cuts the Cable with his ſhining Sword; 
Through all the Navy doth like ardour reign, 
They quit the Shore, and ruſh into the Main, 
Plac'd on their Banks, the luſty Trojans ſweep 
Neptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding Deep. 
Aurora now, leaving her watry Bed, 
Colours the Eaſt with a prelaging Red, 
Soon as the Dawn began to clear the Sky, 
Down to the Shore the ſad Qzezer caſt her Eye; 
Where when ſhe doth the empty Port ſurvey, 
And now the Fleet with Wings diſplay'd at Sea, 
Her Hands held up, her golden Treſſes torn, 
Muſt we, ſays ſhe, of force indure this Scorn? 
# Can we not have recourſe to Arms? not meet 
This fraud with fraud? not burn this wicked Fleet? 
Haſte, fly, purſue, row, and let every Hand 
Snatch up with ſpeed ſome ſwift revenging Brand. 
Where am I now? alas! what Words are theſe ? 
How late this hope? fee how they plow the Seas. 
Unhappy Dido cruel Fate devours 
Thy wretched Life, thou feel'ſt the angry Powers. 
This Rage had once been fitter than thy Love: 
See how he doth his far-fam'd Faith approve ! 
He who through burning Nium (as they ſay) 
Did bear his Country Gods untouch'd away, 
Who through the Flames the old Anchiſes led; 
Why ſaw I not the perjur'd Villain dead ? | 
Why did I not on ſlain Ialus feaſt, 
And at that Banquet make the Father Gueſt ? 
Suppoſe there had been doubt in the Succeſs, 
What could I fear, of all left comfortleſs ? 
I ſhould have ruin'd all, Father and Son, 
And the whole ſtock, and then my ſelf among. 
Thou Sun who with thy light doſt all ſurvey, 
And Juno, witneſs to that fatal Day | 
Which ſeal'd our Loves, revengeful Hecate, | 
And all ye Powets that ſee Eliza die, 
Receive theſe Pray'rs; if, all Sea-dangers paſt, 
F The Trojan needs muſt * Shore at laſt; i 
2 . * 
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If _— can Withſtand this fixt Decree, = Xx 
A peaceful Land yet may he never ſee, H: 
War entertain him and a haughty Foe, Bu 
And may he never one calm Slumber know, H: 
Hatred purſue him, Furies give him chaſe, Tt 


And rend J#1lrs from his dear Embrace; 

Himſelf at laſt without a Grave expos'd 

A Prey to Vultures, 'in no Urn inclos'd. 

I form my lateſt Breath into this Prayer: 

And, O ye Tyrians, be it then your Care 

T' affli& with War this Race in time to come, 

And ſend ſuch bloody Offerings to my Tomb, 

Our Seas their Seas, our Shores their Shores oppoſe, 
Our Arms their Arms, 'and be our Children Foes, 
Here ſighing deep, revolving in her Mind, 

What way ſhe might the freeiſt Paſſage find 

From hated Life: Bercea ſtanding by, 

Nurſe to Sychæus; Deareſt Nurſe, ſays ſhe, 

Go call my Siſter, tell her 1 prepare 

The magick Rites, ordain'd to heal my Care, 

But be ſhe firſt with Water ſprinkled thrice, 

And with her bring th' appointed Sacrifice. 

And you, with pious Wreaths your Temples bound, 
Enter the Circle of -the holy Ground : 


I'll give the Trojan's Image to the fire, 0g 
As that conſumes ſo ſhall my Grief expire. Jou 
The aged Nurſe obeys with trembling haſte: Wit 
And now the Queen, all bounds of Sorrow paſt, And 
Her Heart oppreſt, her Viſage wan and pale, Thr: 
And her whole Mind bent on her Funeral, And 
Goes to the place, where ſtood the ſacred Pile; Thri 
And here, diverted by her Grief awhile, And 
Melted in Tears, at firſt ſhe doth behold Tl 
The Trojan's Image, Sword, and Robes of Gold. Upo1 
Dear Relicks, fays the, while the Pow'rs above Since 
Were ſo content, the Objects of my Love, To 8 
But now my ſad Reproaches; at that word mo 


She mounts the Pile, and draws the ſhining Sword, 
What 'tis to live, -encuzh, ſays ſhe, I know; 
And to the Will of Fate I nothing owe. 

Nor 
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Nor ſhall 1 now a worthleſs Ghoſt deſcend, 
Having with honour firſt reveng'd my Friend, 
Built him a ftately Town, happy, and-more, 
Had the falſe Trojan never touch'd this Shore. 
Then lifting up her Hands to ſtrike, Shall 1 
Die unreveng'd, ſhe ſays, however die. 
Forſaken thus, thus to. the Shades L haſte, 
And blot out all remembrance of the paſt. 
May the falſe Trojan ſee theſe flames from far, 
And in his Thoughts the fatal Omen bear! 
With this the Blood came ruſhing from her Side, 
Deep in her Breaſt the reeking Sword was dy'd: 
Her frighted Servants in diſtraction run, 
And with their Cries they fill th amazed Town. 
Such is the noiſe when the prevailing Foes 
Enter a Breach, and Slaughter overflows. 
Her frantick Siſter with a furious pace, ; 
Pierc'd to the Heart, comes running to the place, 
Ah deareſt ! ſays ſhe, was this Fraud for me, 
Theſe Altars dreſt, for ſuch a Tragedy? 
Why was I not invited to thy Fate, 
Nor made thy Partner in thy worſt Eſtate ? | 
Ah! you have flain your ſelf, and me, and all, ? 
People and Nobles in one Funeral. 
O give me leave, if yet you not reſign 
Your lateſt Breath, to ſuck that Soul with mine, 
With that ſhe doth the high-rais'd Pile aſcend, 
And weeping doth imbrace her. Hing Friend. 
Thrice on her Arms the Queen ſupports her Head, 
And thrice again falls groveling on her Bed. 
Thrice with diſcloſed Eyes ſhe ſeeks the Light, 
And thrice with ſighing folds again her Sight. 

Then Juno, looking with a pitying Eye 
Upon ſo fad and laſting Miſery, 
Since deepeſt Wounds can no free Paſſage give 
To Self-deſtroyers, who refuſe to live; 
Sent Iris down to cut the 7 Hair, 
Which done, her whole Life vaniſh'd into Air. 
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Hloris, *twill be for either's Reſt, 
Truly to know each other's Breaſt : 
I'll make th' obſcureſt Part of mine 
Tranſparent as I would have thine. - 
If you will deal but ſo with me, 
We ſoon ſhall part, or ſoon agree. 


Know then, though you were twice as fair, 
It it could be, as now you are; | 
And though the Graces of your Mind 
With a reſembling Luſtre ind: 
Vet if you love me not, you'll ſee 
]'ll value thoſe as you do me. 
III. ü 
Though I a thouſand times had fworn 
My Paſſion ſhould tranſeend your Scorn, 
And that your bright triumphant Eyes 
Create a Flame that never dies; 
Vet if to me you prov'd untrue, 
Thoſe Oaths ſhould turn as falſe to you, 
Tre; IV. 
If I vow'd to pay Love for Hate, 
"Twas, I confefs, a meer Deceit; 
Or that my Flame ſhould deathleſs prove, 
*Twas but to render ſo your Love: 
I brag'd as Cowards uſe to do 


Of dangers they'll ne'er run into, : 


And now my Tenets I have ſhow'd, 

If you think them too great a Load; 

T' attempt your Change, were but in vain, 

The Conqueſt not being worth the Pain. 
With them I'll other Nymphs ſubdue ; 
Tis too much to lofe time, and you. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


| 7 HIS Tranſlation of Monſieur Boileau's Art of Poe. 
try was made in the Tear 1680, by Sir William 
Soame of Suffolk, Baronet ; who being very intimately 
acquainted with Mr. Dryden, deſired his Reviſal of it. 
* I ſaw the Manuſcript lye in Mr. Dryden's Hands for 
above fix Months, who made very conſiderable Altera. 
tions in it, particularly, the beginning of the Fourth 
Canto: aud it being his Opinion that it wauld be bet- 
ter to apply the Poem to Engliſh Writers, than keep to 
the French Names, as it was firſt Tranſlated, Sir Wil- 
liam deſired. he wou'd take the Pains to make that Al- 
teration, and nnn that was entirely done by Mr, 
Dryden, 


I The Poem was firſt Publiſhed in the Year 1683; Sir 
William was after ſent Ambaſſador to Conſtantinople, 
in the Reign of King James, but died in the Voyage. 


ASH Author, 'tis a vain preſumptuous 
Crime 
To undertake the Sacred Art of Rhyme; 
lf at thy Birth the Stars that rul'd thy 
2) Senſe 
* Shone not with a Poetic Influence ;; 
In thy ſtrait Genius thou wilt ſtill be bound, 
Find Phebus deaf, and Pegaſus unſound. 
You then, that burn with the Deſire to try 
The dangerous Courſe of charming Poetry; 
Forbear 1n fruitleſs Verſe to loſe your time, 
Or take for Genius the Deſire of Rhime :. 
Fear the Allurements of a ſpecious Bait, 
And well conſider your own Force and Weight. 
Nature abounds in Wits of ev'ry kind, 
And for each Author can a Talent find : 
One may in Verſe deſcribe an am'rous Flame, 
Another ſharpen a ſhort Epigram : 
Waller a Hero's mighty Acts extol 
Spencer Sing Roſalind in Paſtoral + 
But Authors that themſelves too much eſteem; 
Loſe their own Genius, and miſtake-their Theme ; 
Thus in times paſt * Dubartas vainly writ, 
Allaying 3 Truth with trifling Wit, 
Ar ad and without Delight, 
Deſcrib'd the Iſraelites Triumphant Flight, 
And following Moſes o'er the Sandy Plain, 
Periſh'd with Pharoah in th' Arabian Main. 


— 


* Dubartas Tranſlated by Silveſter, 
H 5 What- 
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 What-e'er you write of Pleaſant or Sublime; A 
3 let Senſe accompany your Rhyme.: A 
Falſely they ſeem each. other to oppoſe; , — 


Rhyme muſt be made with Reafon's Laws to cloſe. N 


And when to conquer her you bend your Force, » 
The Mind will triumph in the Noble Courſe; 2 
To Reaſon's Yoke ſhe quickly will incline, In 
Which, far from hurting, renders her Divine: T! 
But, if neglected, will as eaſily ſtray, W 
And maſter Reaſon, which ſhe ſhould obey... H 
Love Reaſon then; and let whate'er you write 1 
Borrow from her its Beauty, Force, and Light. 7 
. Moſt Writers, mounted on a reſty Muſe, | 3 
Extravagant and ſenſeleſs Objects chuſe; uo In 
They think they err, if in their Verſe they fall Th 
On any Thought that's Plain, or Natural: 
Fly this Exceſs; and let Italians be * 
Vain Authors of falſe glitt'ring Poetry. Al] 
All ought to aim at Senſe; but moſt in vain Pa; 
Strive the hard Paſs, and ſlipp'ry Path to gain: Bot 
You drown,: if to the o__ or left you ſtray; Dif 
| Reaſon to go has often but one way. Thi 
| Sometimes an Author, fond of his own 'Thought, Cit 
| Purſues its Object 'till it's over-wrought : Thi 
If he deſcribes a Houſe, he ſhews the Face, Aims 
And after walks you round from Place to Place; But 
Here is a Viſta, there the Doors unfold, _ kind 
Balconies here are Balluſtred with Gold; Diſt 
Then counts the Rounds and Ovals in the Halls, And 
| * The Feſtoons, Freezes,. and the Aſiragals: Let 
| Tir'd with his tedious Pomp, away I run, But 
| | And skip o'er twenty Pages to be gone. And 
| Of ſuch Deſcriptions the vain Folly ſee, Yet 
| And ſhun their barren Superfluity. Nor 
All that is needleſs carefully avoid; t 
The Mind once ſatisfy'd, is quickly cloy'd: 
He cannot Write, a knows not to give o'er; * 
To mend one Fault he makes a hundred more: 1 


* Verſe of Scudery. 


* 
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A Verſe was weak, you turn it much too ſtrong, 

And grow Obſcure, for fear you ſhould be long. 

Some are not Gaudy, but are Flat and Dry; 

Not to be low, another ſoars too high. g 

Would you of every one deſerve the Praiſe ? 

In Writing, vary your Diſcourſe, and Phraſe; 

A frozen Style, that neither Ebbs or Flows, 

Inſtead of pleaſing, makes us gape and doze. 

Thoſe tedious Authors are eſteem'd by none 

Who tire us, humming the ſame heavy Tone. 

Happy, who in his Verſe can gently ſteer, 

From Grave, to Light; from Pleaſant, to Severe: 

His Works will be admir'd where-ever found, 

And oft with Buyers will be compaſs'd round. 

In all you Write be neither Low nor Vile: 

The meaneſt Theme may have a proper Style. 
The-dull Burleſque appear'd with Impudence, 

And pleas'd by Novelty, in ſpite of Senſe. 

All, except trivial Points, grew out of Date; 

nan ſpoke the Cant of Billinſgate : 

Boundleſs and Mad, diſorder'd Rhyme was ſeen : 

Diſguis'd Apollo chang'd to Harlequin. 

This Plague, which firſt in Country Towns began, 

Cities and Kingdoms quickly oyer-ran ; 

The dulleſt Scriblers ſome Admirers found, 

And the * Mock Tempeſt was awhile renown'd-: 

But this low Stuff the Town at laſt deſpis'd, 

And ſcorn'd the Folly that they once had pris'd; 

Diſtinguiſh'd Dull, from Natural and Plain, 

And left the Villages to Fleckno's Reign. 

Let not ſo mean aStyle your Muſe debafe; 

But learn from Butler the Buffooning Grace: 

And let Burleſque in Ballads be employ'd ; 

Yet noiſie Bumbaſt carefully avoid, | 

Nor think to raiſe (tho? on Pharſalia's Plain) 

+ Millions of mourning Mountains of the Slain : 


* The Mock-Tempeſt, 4 Play, Written by Mr. Duffet. 
t Hudibraſs, t Verſe of Brebeuk,. | 
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Nor, with Dubartas, * bridle up the Floods, 

And Periwig with Wooll the bald-pate Woods. 
Chuſe a juſt Style; be Grave without Conſtraint, 
Great without Pride, and Lovely without Paint: 
Write what your Reader may be pleas'd to hear ; 
And, for the Meaſure, have a careful Ear. 

On eaſie Numbers fix your happy Choice; 
Of jarring Sounds avoid the odious Noiſe : 
The fulleſt Verſe and the moſt labour'd Senſe, 
Diſpleaſe us, if the Ear once take Offence, 

Our ancient Verſe, (as homely as the Times,) 
Was rude, unmeaſur'd, only tagg'd with Rhymes: 
Number and Cadence, that have ſince been ſhown, 
To thoſe unpoliſh'd Writers were unknown. 

+ Fairfax was he, who, in that darker Age, 

By his juſt Rules reſtrain'd Poetick Rage ; 

Spencer did next in Paſtorals excel, 

And taught the noble Art of Writing well: 

To ſtricter Rules the Stanza did reſtrain, 

And found for Poetry a richer Vein. 
Then D' Avenant came; who, with a new-found Art, 
Chang'd all; ſpoil'd all, and had his Way a-part: 
His haughty Muſe all others did deſpiſe, 

And thought in Triumph to bear oft the Prize, 
Till the ſharp- ſighted Criticks of the Times 

In their Mock-Gondilert expos'd his Rhymes; 
The Lawrels he pretended did refuſe, . 
And dafh'd the Hopes of his aſpiring Muſe. 

This head-ſtrong Writer, falling from on high, 
Made following Authors take leſs Liberty. 

Waller came laſt, but was the firſt whoſe Art 

Juſt Weight and Meaſure did to Verſe impart; 
That of a well-plac'd Word could teach the Force, 
- And ſhew'd for Poetry a nobler Courſe : 

His happy Genius did our Tongue refine, 

And eaſie Words with pleaſing Numbers join: 


* Verſe ef Dubartas. ft Fairfax in his Tran ation of 
Godfrey of Bulloign, , * 
2071 | His 


% 
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His Verſes to good Method did apply, _ 

And chang'd hard Diſcord to ſoft Harmony. 

All own'd his Laws; which, long approv'd and try'd, 

To preſent Authors now may be a Guide. 

Tread boldly in his Steps, ſecure from Fear, 

And be, like him, in your Expreſſions clear. 

If in your Verſe you drag, and Senſe delay, 

My Patience tires, my Fancy goes aſtray, 

And from your vain Diſcourſe I turn my Mind, 

Nor ſearch an Author troubleſome to find. 

There is a kind of Writer pleas'd with Sound, 

Whoſe Fuſtian Head with Clouds is compaſs'd round, 

No Reaſon can diſperſe 'em with its Light: 

Learn then to Think, ere you pretend to Write, 

As your Idea's clear, or elſe obſcure, 

Th' Expreſſion follows 3 or impure: 

What we conceive, with Eaſe we can expreſs; 

Words to the Notions flow with Readineſs. 
Obſerve the Language well in all you write, 

And ſwerve not from it in your loftieſt Flight. 

The ſmootheſt Verſe and the exacteſt senke 

Diſpleaſe us, if ill Engl; give Offence : 

A barb'rous Phraſe no Reader can approve ;.- 

Nor Bombaſt, Noiſe, or Affectation loye, 

In ſhort, without pure Language, what you write 

Can neyer yield us Profit, or Delight. 

Take time or thinking; never work in haſte; 

And' value not your let for writing faſt. 

A rapid Poem, with ſuch Fury writ, 

Shews want of Judgment, not abounding Wit. 

More pleas'd we are to ſee a River lead 

His gentle Streams along a flow'ry Mead, 

Than from high Banks to hear loud Torrents roar, 

With foamy Waters on a muddy Shoar. 

Gently make hafte, of Labour not afraid ; 

A hundred times conſider what you've ſaid: 

Poliſh, repoliſh, every Colour lay, 

And ſometimes add; but oft'ner take away. 

Tis not enough, when ſwarming Faults are writ, 

That here and there are ſcatter'd Sparks of Wit ; 
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Each Object muſt be fix'd in the due place, 
And diff'ring Parts have correſponding Grace: 
Till, by a curious Art dif os we hind _ 
One perfect Whole, of all the Pieces join'd. 
Keep to your Subject cloſe, in all you ſay; 

Nor for a ſounding Sentence ever ftray. 

The publick Cenſure, for your Writings fear, 
And to your ſelf be Critick moſt feyere. 
Fantaſtic Wits their darling Follies loye ; 

But find you faithful Friends that will reprove, 
That on your Works may look with careful Eyes, 
And of your Faults be zealous Enemies : | 
Lay by an Author's Pride and Vanity, 

And from a Friend a Flatterer deſcry, - | 
Who ſeems to like, but means not what he ſays: 
Embrace true Counſel, but ſuſpect falſe Praiſe. 

A Sycophant will every thing admire : 

Each Verſe, each Sentence ſets his Soul on Fire: 
All is Divine'! there's not a Word amiſs ! 

He ſhakes with Joy, and weeps with Tenderneſs, 
He over-pow'rs you with his mighty Praiſe. 
Truth never moves in thoſe impetuqus ways : 

A faithful Friend is careful of your Fame, 

And freely will your heedleſs Errors blame ; 

He cannot pardon a neglected Line, 

But Verſe to Rule and Order will confine, 
Reprove of Words the too- affected Sound; 
Here the Senſe flags, and your Expreſſion's round, 
Your Fancy tires, and your Diſcourſe grows vain, 
Your Terms improper, make them juft and plain. 
Thus 'tis a faithful Friend will Freedom uſe; 
But Authors, partial to their darling Muſe, 

Think to protect it they have juſt pretence, 

And at your ire Counſel take offence. 

Said you of this, that the Expreſſion's flat? 

Your Servant, Sir, you muſt excuſe me that, 

He anſwers you, This Word has here no grace, 
Pray leave it out: That, Sir, s the proper ſt place. 
This Turn I like not: Iis aptrov'd by all, 
Thus, reſolute not from one Fault to all 


— 
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It there's a Syllable of which you doubt, 

᷑ris a ſure Reaſon not to blot it out. 

vet ſtill he fays you may his Faults confute? 

And over him your Pow'r is abſolute : | 

But of his feign'd Humility take heed ; 

'Tis a Bait laid, to make you hear him read. 

And when he leaves you, happy in his Muſe, 

Reſtleſs he runs ſome other to abuſe, 

And often finds; for in our ſeribling times 

No Fool can want a Sot to praiſe his Rhymes? 

he flatteſt Work has ever, in the Court, 
Met with ſome zealous 4/5 for its Support: 

And in all times, a forward, ſcribling Fop 

Has found ſome greater Fool to cry him up. 
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S a fair Nymph, when riſing from her Bed, 

| With ſparkling Diamonds dreſſes not her Head, 
But, without Gold, or Pearl, or coftly Scents, 

Gathers from neighb'ring Fields her Ornaments : 

Such, lovely in its Dreſs, but plain withal, 

1 to appear a Perfect Paſtoral: 

Its humble Method nothing has of fierce, 

But hates the ratling of a lofty Verſe: 

here, native Beauty pleaſes, and excites, 

And never, with harſh Sounds, the Ear affrights. 

But in this Style a Poet often ſpent, 

In rage throws by his * Rural Inſtrument, 

And vainly, when diſorder'd Thoughts abound, 

Amidſt the Eclogue makes the Trumpet ſound : 

Pan flies, alarm'd, into the neighb'ring Woods, 

And frighted Nymphs dive down into the Floods, 

Oppos'd to this another, low in Style, 

Makes Shepherds ſpeak a Language baſe and vile : 


* Flute Pipe, 
oh His 
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His Writings, flat and heavy, without Sound, 
Kiſſing the Earth, and eree ping on the Ground; 
You'd ſwear that Randal, in his Ruſtick Strains, Tha 
Again was quay'ring to the Country Swains, 

And changing, without care of Sound. or Dreſs, 
Strephon and Phyllis, into Tom and Beſs. 

'Twixt theſe Extreams tis hard to keep the. right; 
For Guides take Virgil, and read Theocrite : 

Be their juſt Writings, by the Gods inſpit'd, 
Your conſtant Pattern, pratis'd and admir'd. 

By them alone you'll eaſily comprehend: | 
How Poets, without Shame,. may condeſcend. 

To ſing of Gardens, Fields, of Flow'rs, and Fruit, 
To ſtir up Shepherds, and to tune the Flute; 

Of Love's Rewards to tell the happy Hour, 
Daphne a Tree, Narciſſus made a Flow'r, 

And by what means the Eclogue yet has pow'r 

* To make the Woods worthy a Conqueror: 
This of their Writings is the Grace and Flight; 
Their Riſings lofty, yet not out of Sight, - 


8 * 


The Flegy, that loves a mournful Style, 
With unbound Hair weeps at a Funeral Pile, 
It paints the Lovers Torments, and Delights, 
A Miſtreſs Flatters, Threatens and Invites : 
But well theſe Raptures if you'll make us ſee, 
You muſt know Love, as well as Poetry. 
I hate thoſe Lukewarm Authors, whoſe forc'd Fire 
In a cold Style deſcribe a hot Deſire, 
That ligh by Rule, and raging in cold Blood 
Their ſluggiſh Muſe: whip to an amorous Mood: 
Their feign'd Tranſports appear but flat and vain; 
They always ſigh, and always hug their Chain, 
Adore their Priſon, and their Suff rings bleſs, 
Make Senſe and Reaſon quarrel as they pleaſe. 


: * Virg. Eclog, ** N Pl re 
"Twas 
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Twas not of old in this affected Tone 

rhat ſmooth Tibullus made his amorous Moan ; 
Lor 0vid, when, inſtructed from above, 

yy Nature's Rules, he taught the Art of Love. 
he Heart in Elegies forms the Diſcourſe. 


0 D E. 


= The ode is bolder, and has greater Force. 
WDounting to Heay'n in her ambitious Flight, 
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WA mongft the Gods and Heroes takes delight; \ 
Ot Pies Wreſtlers tells the ſin'ewy Force, ll! 
aud ſings the duſty Conqueror's glorious Courſe ; | 


ro simois' Streams does fierce Achilles bring, 
id makes the Ganges bow to Britain's King. 
Cometimes ſhe flies, like an induſtrious Bee, 
and robs the Flow'rs by Nature's Chymiſtry, | 
Peſcribes the Shepherd's Dances, Feaſts, and Bliſs, 
ad boaſts from Phyllis to ſurprize a Kiſs, 
WV hen gently ſhe reſiſts with feign'd Remorſe, 
What what ſhe grants may ſeem to be by force z 
er generous Style at random oft will part, 

Ind by a brave Diſorder ſhows her Art. 
Jnlike thoſe fearful Poets, whoſe cold Rhyme 

all their Raptures keep exacteſt time, 
hat ſingth* Illuſtrious Hero's mighty Praiſe 
W-can Writers!) by the terms of Weeks and Days; 
Ind dare not from leaſt Circumftances part, 
It take all Towns by ſtricteſt Rules of Art: 
W@jollo drives thoſe Fops from his Abode; 
nd ſome have ſaid, that once the humorous God 
eſolving all ſuch Scriblers to confound, 
dr the ſhort Sonnet order'd this ſtrict Bound: 
t Rules for the juſt Meaſure, and the Time, 
he eafie Running, and alternate Rhyme ; 
t, above all, thoſe Licences deny'd 
hich in theſe Writings the lame Senſe ſupply'd; 
drbad an uſeleſs Line ſhou'd find a Place, 
a repeated Word appear with Grace, 
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A faultleſs Sonnet, finiſh'd thus, would be 
Worth tedious Volumes of looſe Poetry. 

A hundred ſcribling Authors, without ground, 
Believe they have this only Phenix found: 
When yet th' exacteſt ſcarce have two os three, 
Among whole Tomes, from Faults and Cenſure fre, 
The reſt, but little read, regarded leſs, : 
Are ſhovell'd to the Paſtry from the Preſs. 
Cloſing the Senſe within the meaſur'd time, 
*Tis hard to fit the Reaſon to the Rhyme. 
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The Epigram, with little Art compos'd, 
Is one good Sentence in a Diſtich clos'd. 
Theſe Ne, that by Italians firſt were priz'd, 
Our ancient Authors knew not, or deſpis'd: 
The Vulgar, dazled with their glaring! Light, 
To their falſe Pleaſures quickly they invite; 
But publick Fayour ſo increas'd their Pride, 
They overwhelm'd Parnaſſus with their Tide. 
The Madrigal at firſt was overcome, 
And the proud Sonnet fell by the ſame Doom; 
With theſe graye Tragedy adorn'd her Flights, 
And mournful Elegy her Funeral Rites : 
A Hero never faiPd 'em on the Stage, 
Without his Point a Lover durſt not rage; 
The amorous Shepherds took more care to prove 
True to his Point, than faithful to their Love. 
Each Word, like Janus, had a double Face: 
And Proſe, as well as Verſe, allow'd it Place: 
The Lawyer with Conceits adorn'd his Speech, 
The Parſon without Quibbling could not Preach. 
At laſt affronted Reaſon look'd about, 
And from all ſerious Matters ſnut em out: 
Declar'd that none ſhould uſe em without Shame 
Except a ſcattering in the Epigram; 
Provided that, by Art, and in due time me M4 
They turn'd upon the Thought, and not the Rh þ 


— 
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zus in all Parts Diſorders did abate: 

vet Quiblers in the Court had leave to prate: 
nſi pid Jeſters, and unpleaſant Fools, 
Corporation of dull Punning Drolls. 

Tis not, but that ſometimes a dextrous Muſe 
ay with advantage a turn'd Senſe abuſe, 

And, on a Word, may trifle with Addreſs; 
ut above all avoid the fond Exceſs, 

And think not, when your Verſe and Senſe are lame, 
WV ith a dull Point to Tag your Epigram. 
Fach Poem his Perfection has apart; 

Ye Britiſh Round in Plainneſs ſhows his Art; 
Wrhe Ballad, tho' the Pride of ancient Time, 
las often nothing but his humorous Rhyme z 
he * Madrigal may ſofter Paſſions move, 
nd breathe t * br Ecſtaſies of Love. 
Weſire to ſhow it ſelf, and not to wrong, 
IArm'd Virtue firſt with Satyr in its Tongue) 
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Lucilius was the Man who, bravely bold, 
o Roman Vices did this Mirror bold, 

rotected humble Goodneſs from Reproach, 
Whow'd Worth on Foot, and Raſcals in the Coach; 
Worace his pleaſing Wit to this did add, 

W nd none A 1 could be Fool, or Mad; 

W nhappy was that Wretch, whoſe Name might be 
Wquar'd to the Rules of their Sharp Poetry. 

eus, obſcure, but full of Senſe and Wit, 

ffected Brevity in all he writ : | 

nd Juvenal, Learn'd as thoſe times cou'd be, 

oo far did ſtretch his ſharp Hyperbole; 

ho* horrid Truths thro? all his Labours ſhine, 
what he writes there's ſomething of Divine, 


1 
„ 


ne, 


* An old Way of Writing, which began and ended with the 
me Meaſure, | 


Whether 
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Whether he blames the Caprean Debauch, 
Or of Sejanus* Fall tells the approach, 
Or that he makes the trembling Senate come 
To the ſtern Tyrant, to receive their Doom ; 
Or Roman Vice in coarſeſt Habits ſhews, 
And ages an Empreſs reeking from the Stews : 
In all he writes appears a 5 Fire; 
To follow ſuch a Maſter then deſire. 
Chaucer alone, fix'd on this ſolid Baſe, 
In his old Style, conſerves a modern Grace: 
Too happy, if the freedom of his Rhymes 
Offended not the method of our Times. 
The Latin Writers Decency neglect; 
But modern Authors challenge our Reſpect, 
And at immodeſt Writings take Offence, 
If clean Expreſſion cover not the Senſe. 
I love ſharp Satyr, from Obſceneneſs free, 
Not Impndence, that preaches Modeſty : 
Our Engliſh, who in Malice never fail, 
Hence, in Lampoons and Libels, learnt to Rail 
Pleaſant Detraction, that by Singing goes 
From Mouth to Mouth, and as it marches grows! 
Our Freedom in our Poetry ve ſee, 
That Child of Joy, begot by Liberty. 
But, vain Blaſphemer, tremble, when you chuſe 
God for the Subje& of your impious Muſe : 
At laſt, thoſe Jeſts which Libertines invent 
Bring the lewd Author to juſt Puniſhment, 
Ev'n in a Song there muſt be Art, and Senſe; 
Yet ſometimes we have ſeen, that Wine, or Chance, 
Have warm'd cold Brains, and given dull Writers Mettle, 
And furniſh'd out a Scene for Mr. $---le. 
But for one lucky Hit, that made thee pleaſe, 
Let not thy Folly grow to a Diſeaſe, 
Nor think thy ſelf a Wit; for in our Age 
If a warm Fancy does ſome Fop engage, 
He neither eats nor ſleeps, till he has writ, 
But plagues the World with his adulterate Wit. 
Nay, 'tis a Wonder, if, in his dire Rage; 
He Prints nat his dull Follies for the Stage; Re 
n 


And, 
Make 


MisCELLANY PotMs. 1657 


And, in the Front of all his ſenſeleſs Plays, 
Makes f David Logan crown. his Head with Bayes. 


r th 


TRAGEDY 


Here's not a Monſter bred beneath the Sky 
T But, well diſpos'd by Art, may pleaſe the Eye: 
A curious Workman, by his Skill Divine, 

From an ill Object makes a good Deſign. 
Thus, to delight us, Tragedy, in Tears 
For + Oedipus, provokes our Hopes, and Fears: 
For Parricide Oreſtes asks Relief; 
And, to encreaſe our Pleaſure, cauſes Grief. 
You then, that in this noble Art would riſe, 
Come; and in lofty Verſe diſpute the Prize. 
Would you upon the. Stage acquire Renown, « 
And for your Judges ſummon all the Town ? 
Would you your Works for ever ſhould remain, 
Ind, after Ages paſt, be ſought again? 
In all you write, obſerve with Care and Art 
o move the Paſſions, and incline the Heart. 
If, in a labour'd Act, the pleaſing Rage 

annot our Hopes and Fears by turns engage, 
Nor in our Mind a feeling Pity raiſe; 

a vain with learned Scenes you fill your Plays: 
Jour cold Diſcourſe can never move the Mind 
df a ſtern Critick, nat'rally unkind ; 

Who, juſtly tir'd with your Pedantick Flight, 
Dr falls aſteep, or — all you write. 
The Secret is, Attention firſt to gain; 

o move our Minds, and then to entertain: 
tat, from the very op'ning ef the Scenes, 
he firſt may ſhow us what the Author means. 
m tir'd to ſee an Actor on the Stage 2 

hat knows not whether he's to Laugh, or Rage; 


7 D, Logan, a Grave:. 1 Writ by Ar. Dryden. 
. Who, 
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Who, an Intrigue unravelling in vain, 

Inſtead of pleaſing keeps my Mind in pain. 

I'd rather much the nauſeous Dunce ſhould ſay 
Downright, my Name is Hector in the Play; 
Than with a Maſs of Miracles, ill join'd, 
Confound my Ears, and not inſtruct my Mind, 
The Subject's never ſoon enough exprelt ; 

Your Place of Action muſt be fix'd, and reſt, 
A Spaniſh Poet may, with good Event, 

In one Day's Space whole Ages repreſent ; 
There oft the Hero of a wandring Stage 

Begins a Child, and ends the Play of Age : 

But we that are by Reaſon's Rules confin'd, 
Will, that with Art the Poem be deſign'd, 

That Unity of Action, Time, and Place 

Keep the Stage full, and all our Labours grace, 
Write not what cannot be with eaſe conceiy'd ; 
Some Truths may be too ſtrong to be beliey'd. 
A fooliſh Wonder cannot entertain : 

My Mind's not mov'd, if your Diſcourſe be vain. 
You may relate; what would offend the Eye : 
Seeing, indeed, would better ſatisfie; 

But there are Objects that a curious Art 

Hides from the Eyes, yet offers to the Heart. 
The Mind is moſt agreeably ſurpris'd, 

When a well- woven Subject, long diſguis'd, 
You on a ſudden artfully untold, 

And give the whole another Face, and Mould. 
+ At firſt the Trage dy was void of Art; 

A Song; where each Man danc'd, and ſung his Pa 
And of Ged Bacchus roaring out the Praiſe, | 
Sought a good Vintage for their jolly Days: 
Then Wine, and Joy, were ſeen in each Man's Zyt 
And a fat Goat was the beſt Singer's Prize, 
Theſpis was firſt, who, all beſmear'd with Lee, 
Began this Pleaſure for Poſterity : | 

And, with his carted Actors, and a Song, 
Amus'd the People as he paſs'd along. 


t The beginning and progreſs of Tragedies, 
4 
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ext Æſchylus the diff rent Perſons plac'd, | 
ad with a better Mask his Players grac'd : 
pon a Theatre his Verſe expreſs'd, 
nd ſnow'd his Heroe with a Buskin dreſs'd. 
en Sophocles, the Genius of his Age, 

ncreas'd the Pomp and Beauty of the Stage, 
Ingag'd the Chorus Song in every Part, 
and poliſh'd rugged Verſe by Rules of Art: 
e, in the Greek, did thoſe Perfections gain > 
hich the weak Latin never could attain. 
Dur pious Fathers, in their Prieſt-rid Age, 
s Impious and Prophane, abhorr'd the Stage: 
Troop of filly Pilgrims, as 'tis ſaid, 
ooliſhly zealous, ſcandalouſly play'd 
Unſtead of Heroes, and of Love's Complaints) 
he Angels, God, the Virgin, and the Saints. 
At laſt, right Reaſon did his Laws reveal, 
nd ſhow'd the Folly of their ill-plac'd Zeal, 
Gilenc'd thoſe Nonconformiſts of the Age, 
nd rajs'd the lawful Heroes of the Stage: 
Dnly th' Athenian Mask was laid aſide, 
ind Chorus by the Muſick was ſupply'd. 
ngenious Love, inventive in new Artg, 
lingled in Plays, and quickly touch'd our Hearts: 
his Paſſion never could reſiſtance find, 
ut knows the ſhorteſt Paſſage to the Mind. 
aint then, I'm pleas'd my Heroe be in Love; 
ut let him not like a tame Shepherd move: 
et not Achilles be like Thyrſts ſeen, 
dr for a Cyrus ſhow an * Artamen; 
hat, ſtrugling oft, his Paſſions we may find, 
he Frailty, not the Virtue of his Mind. | 
Pf Romance Heroes ſhun the low Deſign; 
et to great Hearts ſome human Frailties join: 
(chilles muſt with Homer's Heat ingage; 
or an Aﬀront I'm pleas'd to ſee him rage. 
hoſe little Failings in your Hero's Heart 
how that of Man and Nature he has part: 


k 


Pa 


Eye 


* Artamen, the ho of Cyrus in Scudery's Remance, | 
To 
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To leave known Rules yeu cannot be allow'd; 
Make Agamemnon coyeteus, and proud, 
ZEneas in religious Rites auſtere, _ 
- Keep to each Man his proper Character. 
Of Countries and of Times the Humours know; 
From diff rent Climates, diff ring Cuſtoms grow: 
And ftrive to ſhur*their Fault, who vainly Feels 
An antique Hero like ſome modern Aſs; 
Who make old Romans like Engliſh move, 
Show Cato ſparkiſh, or make Brutus love. 
In a Romance thoſe Errors are excus'd : 
There 'tis enough that, Reading, we're amus'd : 
Rules too ſeyere would there be uſeleſs found; 
But the ſtri& Scene muſt have a juſter Bound: 
Exact Decorum we muſt always find. 
It then you form ſome Hero in your Mind, 
Be ſure your lmage with it ſelf agree; | 
For what he firſt appears, he ſtill muſt be. 
Affected Wits will nat'rally incline 
To paint their Figures by their own Deſign: 
Your Bully Poets, Bully Heroes write : | 


Chapman, in Buſſy D' Ambois took delight, 

And thought Perfection was to Huff, and Fight. 
Wiſe Nature by Variety does pleaſe ; | 
Cloath diff*ring Paſſions in- a diff ring Dreſs : 
Bold Anger, in rough haughty Words appears; 
Sorrow is humble, and diſſolves in Tears, 
Make not your $ Hecuba with Fury rage, 

And ſhow à ranting Grief upon the Stage 3 
Or tell in yain how the rough Tanais bore 
His ſeven-fold Waters to the Exxine Shore: 
Theſe ſwoln Expreſſions, this affected Noiſe 
Shows like ſome Pedant, that declaims to Boys. 
In Sorrow, you muſt ſofter Methods keep; 
And, to excite our Tears, your felf muſt weep. 
Thoſe noiſie Words with which ill Plays abound, 
Come not from Hearts that are in Sadneſs drown'd. 
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The Theatre for a young Poet's Rhimes 
is a bold Venture in Tur knowing Times: ; 

An Author cannot eas'ly purchaſe Fame; 

W Criticks are always apt to hiſs, and blame: 
vou may be judg'd by every Aſs in Town, 
WW The Privilege is bought for half a Crown. 

ro pleaſe, you mult a hundred Changes try 

sometimes be humble, then muſt ſoar on high: 
aa noble . muſt every where abound, b 
WB: caſie, pleaſant, ſolid, and profound: 

Jo theſe you muſt ſurpriſing Touches join, 
And ſhow us a new Wonder in each Line; 
hat all, in a juſt Method well-deſign'd, 
ay leave a, ſtrong Impreſſion in the Mind. 
heſe are the Arts that Tragedy maintain : 
be K DP OK. 

zut the Heroic claims a loftier Strain. 
n the Narration of ſome great Deſign, 

nvention, Art, and Fable all muſt join : 
ere Fiction muſt employ its utmoſt grace 
Il muſt aſſume a Body, Mind, and Face: 
ach Virtue a Divinity is ſeen; _ 

Prudence is Pallas, Beauty Paphos Queen. | 
Tris not a Cloud from whence ſwift Lightnings fly; 
ut Jupiter, that thunders from the Sky: 

or a rough Storm, that gives the Sailor pain; 
jut angry Neptune, plowing up the Main; 
Wcho's no more an empty airy Sound; _ 

ut a fair Nymph, that weeps her Lover drown'd. 

hus in the endleſs Treaſure of his Mind, 

he Poet does a thouſand Figures find, 
round the Work his Ornaments he pours, - 

nd ſtrows with laviſh Hand his op'ning Flow'rs, 
Tis not a Wonder if a Tempeſt bore , | 
be Trojan Fleet againſt the Libyan Shore; 
rom faithleſs Fortune this is no Surpriſe, 
vr every Day tis common has Eyes; 
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But angry Juno, that ſhe-might deſtroy, 
And overwhelm the rei of xuinkd Trey: . 
That Z#olus, with a IEF 35% T 
5 the hollow 9 la the 0 58 
Till angry Nep#w#e, locking oer th in, 
Rebukes t Teupet. calms. the Wayes again, 
Their Veſſels from the dang/rous Quick-ſands ſteers, 
Theſe are the Springs that move our Hopes and Fears, 
Without theſe eee our Eyes, 
Th' unſinew'd Poem eier. and dies: 
Your Poet in his. Art, will always fail, 
And tell you but a dull inſipid Tale. 1 | Bai 
In vain have our miſtaken, Authors try'd _ 


To lay theſe ancient Ornaments aſide, B 
Thinking our God, and Prophets, that he ſent, An 


Might act like thoſe the Poets did invent, of 
To fright poor Readers in each Line with He}, 
And talk of Satan, A4ſwtarcth and Bel; mu 
The Myſteries which Chriſtians muſt believe, 


Diſdain ſuch ſhifting,Pageants. to receive: uly/ 
The Goſpel: offers, ef e a Thoughts. | Ik | 
But Penitence, or, Puniſhment for Fauls;, To 
And mingling Falſhoods with thoſe, mae Som 
Would make dur ſacred Truths appear like Lies. i 


Beſides, what Pleaſure can it be to hear 


The Howlings.. af repining Luciſer, | f hut 
Whoſe Rage, at your. 15 5 Hero flies. In C 
And oft with, God himſelf diſputes; the Prize? Let 
Taſſo, yaw'll ſays; bas, dane. it with Applauſe? _ Wet 
It is not here I mean to judge his. Cauſe. :. Like 
Yet, tho“ our Ape. has ſq; extoll'd his Name, 
His Works had, never gain'd immortal Fame, \ co 
If holy Godfrey,.ig his Ecſtaſies buf 
Had only conquer'd , Satan on his Knees ; 
If Tankred, and. Armida's. plealing Form, chil 
Did nat big, lancholy Theme adorn. bun 
*Tis not, that Chriſtian. Poems, ought to be le yo 


Fill'd with the, Figions. of Idolatry;. + n yo 
But in a common Subject to reject. | 
The Gods, and Heathen Ornaments neglect; ; 


To 
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To baniſh Txitons who. ther Seas invade; | | |; 
To take Pan's Whiſtle,. or the Fates degrade, 

To hinder Charon in his leaky: Boat 0 be: 
To paſs the Shepherd with the Man of Note, 

Is with vai Scruples to diſturb your Mind. 

And ſearch Perfection you can never find: 

As well they may forbid us to preſent 

Prudence or Juſtice: for an Ornament, . 
To paint old Janus with his Front of Braſs, | 
And take from Time his Scythe, his Wings and Glaſs; 
And every where, as twere Idolatry, N 
Baniſh Deſcriptions: from our Poetry. 

Leave em their pious Follies: to purſue; 

But let our Neaſon ſuch vain Fears: ſubdue: 
And let us not, amongſt our Vanities, 

of the true God create àa God of Lies. 

In Fable we a thouſand Pleaſures ſee, X 
And the ſmooth Names: ſeem made for Poetry 
As Hector, Alexander; Helen, Phyllis, | 
Ulyſſes, Agamemnon, and Achilles: tl a6 / 
In ſuch a Crowd, the Poet were to blame 
To chuſe King Chilp'eric for his Hero's: Name; - 
Sometimes, the Name being well or ill 'apply?d, 
ill the whole Fortune of your Work decide. 
Would you your Reader never ſhould be tir'd? 
buſe ſome great Hero, fit to be admir' d, 

In 3 ignal, and in Virtue n 
et c'en his very Failings give Delight; 
Let his great Actions our Attention bind, 
Like cafe, or like- Scipio, frame his Mind, 

Nad not like Oedipus his perjurd. Race; 

\ common Conqueror is a+ Theme too baſe. 
bufe not- your Tale of Accidents too full; 

Too much Variety may make it dull: 2 

chilles Rage alone, when: wrought with Skill, 
bundantly does a whole- Iliad fill. | 
ze your Narrations lively, ſhort, and ſmart ; 

n your Deſeriptions ſhow your nobleſt A7 e 
There 'tis your Poetry may be pop 4 

Jet you muſt trivial Accidents avoic | 
1 2 | 
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Nor imitate that Fool, who, to deſcribe 
The wondrous: Marches of the. choſen Tribe, 
Plac'd on the Sides, to ſee their Armies pals, 
The Fiſhes ſtaring through the liquid Glaſs; 
Deſcrib'd a Child, who with his little Hand, 

Pick'd up the ſhining Pebbles from the Sand. 

Such Objects are too mean to * our Sight; 

Allow your Work a juſt and nobler Flight. 


Be your Beginning plain; and take good heed 


Too ſoon you mount not on the airy Steed; 


Nor tell your Reader, in a — Verſe, 
e | 


+ 1 ſing the Conqueror of the Univerſe. 

What can an Author after this produce ? 

The lab'ring Mountain muſt wy, forth a Mouſe. 
Much better are we pleas'd with his + Addreſs 


"Who, without making ſuch vaſt Promiſes, 


Says, in an eaſier Style and plainer Senſe, 
<< I fing the Combats of that pious Prince 


«© Who from the Phrygian Coaſt his Armies bore, 


«© And landed firſt on the Lavinian Shore. 
His op'ning Muſe ſets not che World on fire, 
And yet performs more than we can require: 
Quickly you'll hear him celebrate the Fame, 
And future Glory of the Roman Name; 

Of Styx and A deſcribe the Floods, 

And Ceæſar's wand'ring in th' Elyſian Woods: 
With Figures numberleſs his Story grace, 
And every thing in beauteous Colours trace. 


At once you may be pleaſing, and ſublime; 


I hate a heavy melancholy Rhyme: 

I'd rather read Orlando's comick Tale, | 
Than a dull Author always ſtiff and ſtale, 
Who thinks himſelf diſhonour'd in his Style, 
If on his Works the Graces do but ſmile, 
*Tis ſaid, that Homer, matchleſs in his Art, 
Stole Venus Girdle, to engage the Heart: 


ce. Amant. f The fut Line of Scudery's Alatic. 


4 Virgil's Engids, 
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His Works indeed vaſt Treaſures do unfold, 

And whatſoe'er he touches turns to Gold: 

All in his Hands new Beauty does acquire; 

He always pleaſes, and can never tire. | 

A happy Warmth he every where may boaſt ; 

Nor is he in too long Digreſſions loſt : F360 

His Verſes without Rule a Method find; 

And of themſelves appear in order join'd: 

All without trouble anſwers his intent; 

Each Syllable is 1 to th' Event. © 

Let his Exarnple your Endeayours raiſe : | 

To love his Writings, is a kind of Praiſe. 

A Poem, where we all Perfections find, 

Is not the work of a fantaftick Mind: 2 
There muſt be Care, and Time, and Skill, and Pains; 
Not the firſt Heat of unexperienc'd Brains. 

Yet ſometimes artleſs Poets, when the rage 

Of a warm Fancy does their Minds engage, | 
puff'd with vain Pride, preſume they underftand, 
And boldly take the Trumpet in their Hand; 
Their fuſtian Muſe each Accident confounds; -. 
Nor can ſhe fly, but riſe by leaps and bounds, 
Till their fall ſtock of Learning quickly ſpent, 
Their Poem dies for want of Nouriſhment. 

In vain Mankind the hot-brain'd Fool decries, 

No branding Cenſures can unveil his Eyes; 

With impudence the Laurel they invade, . © -7 
Reſoly'd to like the Monſters they have made. 
Virgil, compar'd to them, is flat and dry; 

And Homer underſtood not Poetry : : 

Againſt their Merit if this Age Rebel, 

To future Times for Juſtice the appeal. 

But waffing 'till Mankind ſhall do em right, 

And wm their Works Triumphantly to Light; 
Neglected Heaps we in By- corners lay, 

Where they become to Worms and Moths a Prey; 
forgot, in Duſt and Cobwebs let em reſt, 

bilſt we return from whence we firſt digreſt. 

The great Succeſs which Tragick Writers found, 
In Athens firſt the Comedy renown'd, | 

9 22 Ti Th' a- 


Th' abuſixe Grecian there, by pleaſing Ways, 
Diſpers'd. his nat'xal Malice in his Plays: 


Wiſdom and Virtue, Honour, Wit, and Senſe, V 
Were ſubje& to Buffooning Inſolence: In 
Poets were publickly approvid, and ſought, T 
That Vice extoll'd, and Virtue ſet at naught; Pc 
A Socrates himſelf, in that looſe Age, As 
Was made the Paſtime of a Scoffing Stage. Ar 
At laſt the Publick took in hand the Cauſe, De 
And cur'd this Madneſs by the Pow'r of Laws; Fo 
Forbad at any Time, or any Place, In 
To name the Perſon, or deſcribe the Face. | Pa 
The Stage its antient Fury thus let fall, In 
And Comedy diverted without Gall: In 
By mild Reproofs recover'd Minds diſeas'd, Yo 
And, ſparing Perſons, .innoc@tly pleas'd. Le 
Each one was nicely ſhewn in this new Glaſs, Ob 
And ſmil'd to think he was not meant the Aſs : Fo 
A Miſer oft wauld laugh at firſt; ao find Th 
A faithful Draught of his own ſordid Mind; fin 
And Fops were with ſuch Care and Cunning writ, If, 
They 12 the Piece for which themſelves did ſit. He 
You then, that would the Comick Laurels wear, * 
To ſtudy Nature be your, only Care: An 
Who e'er knows Man, and by à curious Art Wt 
Diſcerns the hidden Secrets of the Heart; T Ic 
He who obſerves, and naturally can Paint Thi 
The jealous Fool, the fawning Sycophant, Mu 
A ſober Wit, an entepriſing AG, | Tet 
A Eumorous Otter, or a Hudibras; Wi 
May ſafely in thoſe noble Liſts ingage, Wi 
And make em Act and Speak upon the Stage. Anc 
Strive to be natural in all you write, You 
And paint with Colours that may pleaſe the Sight — 
Nature in various Figures does abound ; 8. 
And in each Mind are diff'rent Humours found: Th 
A glance, a touch, diſcovers to the Wiſe ; a 
But ev'ry Man has, not. diſcerning Eyes. y 
All-changiog Time does alſo change the Mind; But 


And diffrent Ages, diff rent Pleaſures find: 


Tout 
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Youth, hot and furious, cannot brock delay, 
By aan g Vice is eas ly Ted away; 
Vain in Di courſe, inconſtant in Defit FR 
In Cenſute, raſh 1 in Pleaſures, all on fire. 


The Manly Age does ſeadier Thoughts enjoy v 
Pow'r — Ambition do his Soul empfoy: 7 PL 


Againſt the turns of Fate he fets his Mind; 

And by che paſt the future hopes to find. 

Decrepid Age, ſtill adding to his Stores, 

For others heaps the Treaſure he adores, 

In all his Actibus keeps a frozen pace; 
| Paſt Times extols, the prefent to debaſe ; 
incapable of Pleafures Youth abuſe, | 
In others blames, Whit Age does him refuſe. 
Your Actors muſt by Reaſon be control'd ; 
Let young Men Tpeak, like young, old Men like old: 
Obſerve the Town, and ſtudy well the Court; 
For thither various Characters reſort t: 
Thus 'twas great Johnſon purchased His Renowu, 
And in his Art had born away the Crown; 
If, leſs deſirous of the Vebple“s Praffe, 
He had not With low Farce debas'd his Plays; 
Mixing dull Buffvonty with Wit refind. 
And Haylthuin with noble Terence qbin'd. 
When in the Fox 1 fee the Tottors hift, 
I lofe che Author of the Alchymiſt. 
The Comie Wit, born With a finiling Air, 
Muſt Tragic 'Grtef, and pompous Verfe forbear; 
Yet may Fe tbr, zs on @ ker ple 
With Baudy Juſts amuſe the Populace: 
With well Fred Converkation you muſt pleaſe, 
And your Intrigue uttravell'd de with eafe: 
Your Action {till ſhould Reafon's Rules obey, 
Nor in an ny Scene may loſe its way. 
Your humble Style muſt ſometimes gently riſe; 
And your Difcourfe Sententious be, and Wife : 
The Paſſions muſt to Nature be confin'd. oe” 
And Scenes to Scenes with artful weaving join'd. 
Your Wit muſt not unſeaſonably play; 
But follow Bus'neſt, never lead the way. | 

I 4 * Obſerve 
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Obſerve how Terence does this Error ſhun ;, 

A careful Father chides his Am'rous Son: 

Then ſee that Son, whom, no Advice can move, 
Forget thoſe Orders, and purſue his Love: 
"Tis not a well-drawn, Picture we diſcover . 
*Tis a true Son, a Father, and a Lover. 

J like an Author that Reforms the A 1M 

And keeps the right e g of the Sta 

That always pleaſes by juſt Reaſon's R 

But for a A 100 Droll, a quiblin 4 Fool, 
Who with low nauſeous Baudry fills his Pla 7s; 
Let him be gone, and on two Treſſels ile 
Some Smithfield Stage, where he may act his Pranks, 
And make Jack aa ſ] Pau p W 


CANTO IW. 


N Florence dwelt a Doctor of Renown, 

1 The Scourge of God, and Terror of the Town“ 
Who all the 1 of Phy ſick had by Heart, 
And never Murder'd but b Rules Of rt 

The publick Miſchief was his private Gain; 

Children their ſlaughter'd Parents ſought in vain: 

A Brother here his poiſon'd Brother wept 

Some bloodleſs dy'd, and ſome by Opium ſlept. 

Colds, at his Pre ence, would to Frenzies turn; 

And Agues, like Malignant Fevers, burn. 

. Hated, at laſt, his Practice gives him oer: 
One Friend, unkill'd by Drugs, of all his Store, 

In his new Country-houſe affords him Place; 

*Twas a rich Abbot, and a building Aſs: . 

Here firſt the Doctor's Talent came in play, 

He ſeems inſpir'd, and talks like * Wren or May: 

Of this new Portico condemns the Face, 

And turns the Entrance to a better Place ; 

Deſigns the Stair-caſe at the other end. 

His Friend approves, does for his Maſon wed. 


Architects to 1 Ch. u. 
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He comes; the Doctor's Arguments prevail. 

In ſhort; to finiſh this our hum'rous Tale, 
He Galen's dang*rous Science does reject, 
And from ill Doctor turns good Architect. 
In this Example we may have our Part: 
Rather be Maſon, ('tis a uſeful Art!) 
Than a dull Poet ; for that Trade accurſt, 
Admits no mean betwixt the Beſt and Worſt. 
In other Sciences, without diſgrace 
A Candidate may fill a ſecond Place; 
But Poetry no Medium can admit, 
No Reader ſuffers an indiffrent Wit: 
The ruin'd Stationers againſt him baul, 
And Herringman degrades him from his Stall. 
Burleſque, at leaſt our Laughter may excite: 
Zut a cold Writer never can delight. 
The Counter-Scuſſie has more Wit and Art, 
Than the ſtiff formal Style of Gondibert. 
Be not affected with that empty Praiſe 
Which your vain Flatterers will ſometimes raiſe, 
ad when you read, with Eeſtaſie will ſay, 
Te finiſh'd Piece! the admirable Play! 
Which, when expos'd to Cenſure and to Light, 
Cannot indure a Critick's piercing 1 5 
A hundred Authors Fates have been foretold, 
And 8% —ie's Works are Printed, but not Sold. 
Hear all' the World ; conſider every Thought; 
A Fool by chance may ſtumble on a Fault: 
Yet, when Apollo does your Muſe inſpire, 
ze not impatient to expoſe your Fire; 
Nor imitate the Settles of our Times, | 
noſe tuneful Readers of their own dull Rhymes. 
Vo ſeize on all th' Acquaintance they can meet, 
And ſtop the Paſſengers that walk the Street : 
There is no Sanctuary you can chuſe 
For a Defence from their purſuing Muſe. 
N've ſaid before, be patient when they blame; 
To alter for the better is no ſhame, 
Yet yield not to a Fool's Impertinence : 
Sometimes conceited Scepticks void of Senſe, 
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By their falſe Taſte condemn ſome finiſh'd Part, 
And blame the nobleſt Flights of Wit and Art. 

In yain their fond Opinions yau deride, 
With their loy'd Folles they are ſatisfy d; ; 
And their weak Judgment, void of Senſe and Light, 
Thinks nothing can eſcape their feeble Sight : 
Their dang'rous Counſels do not cure, but wound; 
To ſhun rhe Storm, they run your Verſe aground, 
And thinking to eſcape a Rock, are drown” 
Chuſe a ſure Judge to Cenſure what you write, 
W hoſe Reaſon leads, and Knowledge gives you Light, 
W hoſe ſteady Hand will prove Far aithful Guide, 
And touch the darling Follies: you would hide : 
He, in your Poubts, will carefully adviſe, 
And clear the Miſt befare your feeble Eyes. 
Tis he will tell you, to what noble 2 i 
A — Muſe may ſometimes take her flight; 
When, too much fetter'd with the Rules of Art, 
May from her ſtricter Bounds and Limits part: 
But ſuch a perfect Judge is hard to ſee, 
And every Rhymer knows not Poetry; 


Nay ſome there are, for writing Verſe extoll'd, 
Who know nat Lucan's Droſs from Virgil's Gold. 
Would you in this great Art acquire Renown ? 
Authors, obſerye the Rules I here lay down. 
In prudent Lefſons every where abound ; 
With Pleafant, join the Uſefu: and the Sound: 
A ſober Reader, a yain Tale will flight; 
He feeks as well Inſtruction, as Delight. 
Let all your Thoughts to Virtue be confin'd,. 
Still off ring noblex Figures to our Mind::- 
IN not Hola lol Writers, who employ 
eir gu e, good Manners to deſtroy; 
Who An le alours ſtill deceive our wow, | 
And ſhow ns Vice dreſs'd in a fair Diſguiſe. 
Yet do I nor their ſullen Muſe approve, . 
Who from all modeſt Mritings baniſh. Love; 
That ſtript the P ay-houſe of ns chief Intrigue, 
- And make a Murdexes of Bedariguas —@ = 
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* The lighteſt Love, if decentiy expreſt, | 
Will raiſe no vitious Motions. in dur Breaſt.” 
Dido in vain may weep, and ask Relief; 

I blame: her Folly, whilſt 1 ſhare her Grief, 

A virtuous Author, in his charming Art, 
To pleaſe the Senſe needs not corrupt the Heart: 
His Heat will never cauſe a guilty Fire: | 

To follow Virtue then be your deſire. 

In vain your Art and Vigor are expreſt; 

Th' obſcene Expreſſion thows th' infected Breaſt. 
But above all, baſe Jealouſies avoid, | 

In which detracting Poets are employ'd. 

A noble Wit dares lib'rally commend; 

And ſcorns to grudge at his deferving Friend. 
Baſe Rivals, who true Wit and Merit hate, 
Caballing ſtill againſt it with the Great, 
Maliciouſly aſpire" to gain Renown, 

By ftanding up, and pulling others down. 
Never debaſe your ſelf by treacherous Ways, 
Nor by ſuch abje& Methods ſeek for Praiſe :. 
Let not your only bus'neſs be to Write; 

Be Virtuous, Jaſt, and in your Friends delight. 
'Tis not enough your Poems be admir'd ; 

But ſtrive your Converſation be defir'd : 

Write for immortal Fame; nor ever chuſe- 

Gold for the Object of a gen'rous Muſe. 

I know a noble Wit may, without Crime,, 
Receive a lawful Tribute for his Time : 

Yet I abhor thoſe Writers, who deſpiſe 
Their Honour; and alone their Profits prize; 
Who their Apollo baſely will degrade, 

And of a noble Science, make a Trade. 
Before kind Reaſon did her Light diſplay,. 

And Government taught Mortals to obey,. 
Men, like wild Beaſts, did Nature's Laws purſue, 
They fed on Herbs, and Drink from Rivers drew x 
Their brutal Force, on Luſt and Rapine bent, 
Committed Murder without Puniſnment: ö 


* The. Cid, tranſlated inco Ruglithy 
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Reaſon at laſt, by her all- conqu' ring Arts, 

Reduc'd theſe Savages, and tun'd their Hearts; 

Mankind from Bogs, and Woods, and Caverns calls, 

And Towns and Cities fortifies with Walls 

Thus fear of Juſtice made proud Rapine ceaſe, 

And ſhelter'd Innocence by Laws and Peace. 
Theſe Benefits from Poets we receiv'd, 

From whence are rais'd thoſe Fictions ſince believ'd, 

That 22 by his ſoft harmonious Strains, | 

Tam'd the fierce Tigers of the Thracian Plains ; 

Amphion's Notes, by their melodious Pow'rs, 

Drew Rocks and Woods; and rais'd the Theban Tow'rs: 

Theſe Miracles from Numbers did ariſe : 

Since which, in Verfe Heav'n taught his Myſteries, 

And by a Prieſt, poſſeſs'd with rage Divine, 

Apollo 1 from his Prophetick Shrine. 

Soon after Homer the old Heroes prais'd, N 

And noble Minds by great Examples rais'd; 

Then Heſiod did his Grecian Swains incline 

To Till the Fields, and Prune the bounteous Vine, 

Thus uſeful Rules were by the Poets aid, 

In eaſie numbers, to rude Men convey'd, 

And pleaſingly their Precepts did impart ; | 

Firſt . the Ear, and then ingag'd the Heart: 

The Muſes thus their Reputation rais'd, 

And with juſt Gratitude in Greece were prais'd. 

With pleaſure Mortals did their Wonders ſee 

And Sacrifc'd to their Divinitj N 

But Want, at laſt, baſe Flatt'ry entertain'd, 

And old Parnaſſus with this Vice was ſtain'd : 

Deſire of Gain dazling the Poets Eyes, 

Their Works were ſill'd with fulſome Flatteries. 

Thus needy Wits a vile Revenue made, 

And Verſe became -. mercenary Trade. 

Debaſe not with fo mean a Vice thy Art : 

If Gold muſt be the Idol of thy Heart, 

Fly, fly th? unfruitful Heliconian Strand, 

Thoſe Streams are not inrich'd with golden Sand: 

Great Wits, as well as Warriors, only gain 

Laurels and Honours for their Toil and Pain: = 

py ut; 
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| But, what? an Author cannot live on Fame, 
Or pay a Reck ning with a lofty, Name: 

A Poet to whom Fortune 1s un kind. 
Who when he goes to Bed has hardly din'd; 

Takes little pleaſure in Parnaſſus” Dreams, 

Or reliſhes. the Heliconian Streams. | 
Horace had Eaſe and Plenty when he writ, 

And free from Cares for Money or for Meat, 

Did not expect his Dinner from his Wit, 

W 'Tis true; but Verſe is cheriſh'd by the Great, 
And now none Famiſn who deſerye to eat: 

What can we fear, when Virtue, Arts, and Senſe, 
Receive the Stars propitious Influence; - 
When a ſharp-ſighted Prince, by early Grants 

W Rewards your Merits, and prevents your Wants? 
Ling then his Glory, celebrate his Fame; | 

= Your nobleſt Theme is his immortal Name. 

Let mighty Spencer raiſe his reyerend Head, 

= Cowly and Denham ſtart up from the Dead; 
aller his Age renew, and OfP rings bri 

our Monarch's Praiſe let bright-ey'd Virgins ſing ; 
Let Dryden with new Rules our Stage refine, 
And his great Models form by this Deſign : 

hut where's a Second Virgil, to Rehearſe 

Our Hero's Glories in his Epic Verſe ? 

What Orpheus ſing his Triumphs o'er the Main, 
And make the Hills and Foreſts move again; 

WShew. his bold Fleet on the Batavian Shore, 

And Holland trembling as his Cannons roar ; 

Paint Europe's Ballance in his ſteady Hand, 
WW hilt the two Worlds in expectation ſtand 

Of Peace or War, that wait on his Command? 
ut, as I ſpeak, new Glories ſtrike my Eyes, 
WGlories, which Heav'n it felf does give, and prize, 
Hleſſings of Peace; that with their milder Rays 
WAdorn his Reign, and bring Saturnian Days: 
Now let Rebellion, Diſcord, Vice, and Rage, 
WT hat have in Patriots. Forms debauch'd our Age, 
WY aniſh with all the Miniſters of Hell: 

Wis Rays their pois'nous Vapours ſhall diſpel ; | 
: ; > * _ 


* 
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"Tis He alone our Safety did create, 

= own firm Soul ſecur'd the Nation 8 Fate, 
' Oppos'd to all the Bont. unt of the State, 
Authors, for him your great Endeavours raiſe ; 
The loftieſt Numbers will but reach his Praiſe. ? 
For me, whoſe Verſe in Satyr has been bred, 
And never durſt herotc Meafures tread; 

Yet you ſhall ſee me, in that famous, Field 
With Eyes and Voice, my beſt aſſiſtance yield; 
Offer you Leffons, that my infant Muſe 
 Learnt, when the Horace her Guide did chuſe: 
Second your Zeal with Wiſhes, Heart and Eyes, 

And afar off hold up the glorious Prize. 

But pardon too, if, Zealons for the Right, 

A ftri& Obſerver of each noble Fl: 

From the fine Gold 1 ſeparate th' Ay, 

And ſhow how hafty Writers ſometimes ſtray: 
Apter to blame, than knowing how to Mend ; 
A ſharp, but I a neceſſary Friend,” 
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Ruition was the Queſtion in debate, 

Which like ſo hot a Caſuiſt I did ſtate, 
That ſhe with freedom urg'd as my Offence, 
To teach my Reaſon to ſubdue m "Senſe. 
But yet this angry Cloud which did proclaim. 
Vollies of T r, melted into Rain 0 
And this adulterate Stamp of ſeemi _ 
Made feigned Virtue: but a Bawd to 
For by a Compliment that's feldom — 
She thruſts me out, and yer invites me home: 
And thofe Delays do but advance 
As Prohibition Appetite. 
For the kind Curtain raiſed. Eſteem 
To wonder at the opening of the Scene. 


When 
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When of her Breaſts her Hands the Guardians were, 
vet 1 ſalute each ſullen Officer, oP 
Though like the flaming Sword before mine Eyes, 
WE They block the Paſſage to my Paradiſe: 
Lor could thoſe Tyrant-Hands ſo guard the Coyn, 
nut Love, where't cannot purchaſe, may purloin. 
W For though her Breaſts be hid, her Lips are Prize, 
W To make me rich beyond my Axarice; 
ret my Ambition my Affection fed 
ro conquer both the White Roſe and the Red. 
r' Event prov'd true: For on the Bed ſhe fate, 
And ſeem'd to covet, what ſhe ſeem'd to hate: 
W Heat of Reſiſtance hath increas'd her Fire, 
And weak Defence is turn'd to ſtrong Deſire, | 
What unkind Influence could interpoſe, | 
When two ſuch Stars did in Conjunction cloſe ; | 
W Only too haſty Zeal my Hopes did foil; | 1 
Preſſing to feed her Lamp, I ſpilt my Oil: 
And, that (which moſt Reproach upon me hurl'd) | 
Was dead to her, gives Life to all the World : 
Nature's chief Prop, and Motion's primeſt Source, 
In me both loſt their Figure, and their Force, N 
Pad Conqueſt! when it is the Victor's Fate 
Fro die at th' entrance of the open Gate! 
Like prudent Corporations, had we laid 
WA common Stock by, we'd improy'd our Trade : 
WBut as a prodigal Heir, I ſpent by th' by, 
What Home directed wou'd ſerye her and T. 
When next on ſuch Aſſaults I chance to be, 
ive me leſs Vigour, more Activity: 
For Love turns impotent when ſtrain'd too high; 
Hlis very Cordials make him ſooner die: 
Evaporates in Fume the Fire too great: 


WLove's Chymiſtry thrives beſt in equal Heat. 
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THE Nation tees AAA e 1 fo 
expect eicher fair War, or even ſo much .as fair 

Quarter —_— 4 Reader of the oppoſite Party. All 
Men are engag'd either on this fide or that: and tho" 
Conſcience is the common Word, which is given by 
both; get if a Writer fall among Enemies, and.can- 
not give the Marks of Their Conſcience, he is knock'd 
down before the Reaſons of bis own are beard. A 
Preface, sherefore, which is but @ beſpeaking of Fa- 
vour, is altogether uſeleſs. What I defire the Rea- 
der ſbould know concerning me, he will find in the 
Body of the Poem ; if he bave but the patience to 
peruſe ir. Only this Advertiſement let him take he- 
fore hang, which relates to th: Merits of the Cauſe. 
No general Characters of Parties, (call em either 
Seats or Churches) can be ſo fully and eractiy draws, 
as to Comprebeud all the ſeveral Members of em; 
at leaſt all ſuch as are receiv'd under that Denomi- 
nation. For Example; there are ſore of the Church 
by Lew Eftabliſh'd, who envy not Liberty of Con- 


ſcience 
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Science to Diſſenters; 3 as being well ſatisfied that, 
according to their own Principles, they onght not 1 
perſecute them. Yet theſe, by reaſon of their fey. 
meſs, I could uit diſtinguiſh from the Numbers i 
the reſt with whom they are Embodied in one con- 
mon Name. On the other fide, there are many cf 
our Sets, and more indeed than I could reaſonably 
have hop'4, who have withdrawn themſelves FA 
the Communion of the Panther; and embrac'd thi 

Gracious Indulgence of His Majeſty in point of Tol. 
ration. But neither to the one nor the other of theſe 
:s this Satyr any way intended; tis aim'd only at 
the refracłkory and diſobedient on either fide, Far 
thoſe who are come over to the Royal Party, are cui 
ſequently ſappos'd to be ont of Gunſhot. Our Phy. 
 fitians have obſerv'd, that in proceſs of Time, ſont 
| Diſeaſes have abated of their Virulence, and have in 
4 manner worn out their Malignity, ſo as to be m 
longer Mortal: And why may not I ſuppoſe the ſame 
concerning ſome of thoſe who have formerly been E. 
wemies to Kingly Government, as well as Catholick 
Religion ? I hope they have now another Notion of 
both, as having found, by comfortable Experience, 
that the Doctrine of Perſecution is far OS being an 
Article of our Faith. 

Tir not for any private Man to Cenſure the Pro- 
ceedings of a Foreign Prince: But, without ſuſpict 
en Hlattery, I may praiſe our own; who has takes 
wn td Meafares, and thoſe more. ſuitable 9 ze 
pirit 
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Spirit. of Chriſtianity. Some of the Diſſenters in 
their Addreſſes to His Majeſty have ſaid, That he 
has reſtor d God to his Empire over Conſcience :.[ 
confeſs 1 dare not ſtreteh the Figure to ſo great a 
beldneſs : But I may ſafely ſay, that Conſcience is the 
| Royalty and Prerogative of every private Man, He 
is abſolute in his own. Breaſt, and accountable to no 
nin Power, for that which paſſes only betwixt 
bod and bim. Thoſe who are driven into the Fold 
ve, generally ſpeaking, rather mewn e than 
Convert. 
= This Indulgence boing granted to all the Secks, it 
Wought in reaſon to be expected, that they ſhould both 
ecerve it, and receive it thankfully. For at this 
ime of day to refuſe the Benefit, and adhere to thoſe 
Whom they have eſteem'd their Perſecutors, what is 
it elſe, but pablickly to own that they ſuffer'd not 
before for Conſcience ſake ; but only out of Pride and 
Woſtinacy to ſeparate from a Church for thoſe Impo- 
ions, which they uow judge may be lawfully obey= 
d* After they have ſo long contended for their Claſ- 
cal Ordination, (not to ſpeak of Rites and Ceremo- 
ies) will they at length ſubmit to an Epiſcopal ?. if 
hey can go ſo far out of Complaiſance to their old 
Wnemies, methinks a little Reaſon ſhould perſuade 
m to take another ſtep, and ſee whither that won d 
ad em. 
Of the receiving this Toleration thankfully I [ball 
no more * that the abe, and 1 doubt not they 
| 0. 
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will confider from what hand they receiv'd it. Ji 
not from a Cyrus, a Heathen Prince, aud a Foreigner, 
but from a Chriſtian Ling, their Native Sovereigu: 
o expects a Return in Specie from them; that 
the. K indueſt which he bas graciouſly ſhown then 
may be retaliated on thoſe of his own. Perſuaſion. 
As for the Poem in general, I will only thus fo 
ſatisfie the Reader: That it was neither impor'd u 
me, nor ſo much as the Subjecł given me by any Man 
It was written during the laſt Winter: and the b. 
ginning of this Spring; though with long interruy 
tions of ill Health, and'other Hindrances. Abou. 
Fortnight before I bad ſini ſiᷣ d it, His Majeſty's De 
claration for Liberty of Conſcience came abru: 
Which, if I had ſo ſoon expedted, I might have ſpari 
my ſelf the labour of writing many things which ar 
contain'd in the third Part of it. But I was alway 
in ſome hope, that the Church of England nigh i 
bave been perſuaded to bade taken off the Penal 
. Laws and the Teſt, which was one Defign of th 
Poem, when I propos d to my ſelf the writing of it 
it evident that ſome part of it was only occaſ 
val, and not firſt" intended. I mean that defence if 
my ſelf, to which every honeſs Man it bound wha 
he is injuriouſiy attach d in Print: And I refer i 
ſelf to the Judgment of thoſe who have read ili 
Anſwer, to the Defence of the late King's Papers 
and that: of the Dutcheſs, (in which laſt I was car 


icerned) how charitably I have been repreſentedthert 
N FE IC) 


To the RNA DER. 191 
WI now infern'd both of the: Author aud Supervi- 
rs of his Pamphlet: And will reply, when I think 
. can. affront-me: For I am of Socrates's Opinion 
bar all Creatures cannot. In the mean time let him 
onfider, uhe tber he deſerw'd not a; more ſevere re · 
„ benſion than I gave him formerly; for uſing ſo lit. 
WE: reſpec} to the Memory of thoſe whom he pretended - 
wer :. And, at bis leiſure, lookout for ſome Ori- 
Wi ina) Treatiſe of Humility, written by any Proteſtant 
| : Engliſn, ¶ I belie ue I may ſay in anyother Tongue :. 
Wor ihe magnified Piece of Duncomb om that Sulject, 
ich either he muſt mean, or naue, aud with which. 
vother of his Fellows has unbraided me, was Tranſ- 
ed from the Spanifh of Rodriguez: Tho? with the 
miſſian of the i th, the 24thy the 25th, and the 
ſt — which will be found in . er 
e. Books. | 
He would have. 8 #0. the World, that her 
te Highneſs died not 4a Roman Catholick. He de- 
Wares himſelf to be notu ſatisfied to the contrary ; in 
lich he has giv' n up the Cauſæ : For matter of Fae?” 
as the Priucipal Debate betwixd ut. In the mean 
me he would diſpute the Mari ves of. her Change: 
h prepoſterouſly, let all Men judge, when he ſeem' d 
deny the Subject of the Controverſie, the Change 
ſelf. Aud becauſe I would not take up this ridicu- 
Challenge, be telle the World I cannot argue: 
ut he may as well infer that a Catbolick can- 
jt faſt, becauſe he will not take up the Cuadgels 


againſt 


" firſt Part, conſiſting moſt in general Characters aui 


nueglecting the Numbers, though I had not frequn WM 
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againſt Mrs. e to u the u. mr Ra 
_ 3 

I have but one award more to foy concerning the 
IS as ſuch, and abſtrating from the" Matters, ei. 
ther Religions or Civil which are handled in it. The 


Narration, I have endeaveur d to raiſe, and give i 
the Majeſtick Turn of Heroick Poefie. The ſecond 
being Matter ef Diſpute, and chiefly concernin 
Church Autbority, I was oblig'd to make as plat 
aud perſpicuous as poſſibly I cond: Tet not hol 


occaſions for the Magnificence of Verſe. The third 
which has more of the Nature of Domeſtick Conver· 
ſation, is, or ought to $6, more Free: _ Familia L 
than the two former. | 


There are in it two Epiſodes, or Fables, which rhei 
ere interwoven with the main Deſign; ſo that thy "of 
are properly Parts of it, though they are alſo 4-8 ndu 
ſtint Stories of themſelves. In both of theſe I lau * 


made uſe of the. common Places of Satyr, whethnM 
true or falſe, which:are urg d by the Members of n 
one Church againſt the other. At which I hope u 
Reader of. either Party will. be ſcandaliz d; becaii 
they are not of my Invention: But as old, 0 
knowledge, as the Times of Boccace and Chauct 
on the one fide, and as ew 10 me {RO 08 
be other. 
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The Hind and the PanTHER. 


|. Milk-white Hind, immortal and un- 
chang'd, 5 
Fed on the Lawns, and in the Foreſt 
rang'd ; 8 # | 

Without unſpotted, innocent within, 
She fear'd_no Danger, for ſhe knew no 
Fin. 1 5 
Yet had ſhe oft been chas'd with Horns and Hounds, 
And Scythian ſhafts; and many winged Wounds 
\im'd at her Heart; was often forc'd to fly, 
\nd doom'd to Death, though fated not to die. 

Not ſo her young; for their unequal Line 
Vas Hero's make, half Human, half Divine. 
heir earthly Mold obnoxious was to Fate, 
h' immortal part aſſum'd immortal State. 
Of theſe a ſlaughter'd Army lay in Blood, 
xtended o'er the Caledonian Wood, 
heir native walk; whoſe. yocal Blood aroſe, 
And cry'd for Pardon on their perjur'd Foes; 
Their Fate was fruitful, and the ſanguine Seed 
ndu'd with Souls, encreas'd the ſacred Breed. 
Wo Captive 1/rael multiply'd in Chains, 
numerous Exile; — enjoy'd her Pains. 
ith Grief and Gladneſs mixt, their Mother view'd 
er martyr'd Off- ſpring, and their Race renew'd; 
heir Corps to periſh, but their Kind to laſt, 
o much 1 deathleſs Plant the dying Fruit ſurpaſs'd. 
Panting and Penſive now ſhe rang'd alone, 
ad wander'd in the Kingdoms, once her own. 
he common Hunt, tho' from their Rage reſtrain'd 

y Sov'reign Pow'r, her Company diſdain'd : 
Wrin'd as they paſ®d,: and with a glaring Eye 
Wave gloomy Signs of ſecret Enmity, | 
is true, ſhe bounded, by, and trip'd ſo light, a 

hey had not time to = a ſteady Sight, | 
Vor. IV. K 
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For Truth has ſuch a Face and ſuch a Mein, 
As to be loy'd, needs only to be ſeen, 

The bloody Bear, an Independant Beaſt, 


Unlick'd to form, in Groans her Hate expreſs'd. * 
Among the timorous kind the Quaking Hare 
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Profeſs'd Neutrality, but would not ſwear. 
Next her the N Ape, as Atheiſts uſe, ] 
Mimick'd all Sects, and had his own to chuſe : p 
Still when the Lion look'd, his Knees he bent, 
And pay'd at Church a Coustier's Compliment, ( 
The brit: d Baptiſt Boar, impure as he, W 7 
(But whiten'd with the foam of Sanity) | W 7 
With fat Pollutions fill'd the ſacred Place, = 
And Mountains leyell'd in his furious Race, = 
So firſt Rebellion founded was in Grace. = c 
But ſince the mighty Ravage which he raade = 1 
n German Foreſts, had his Guilt betray'd, Fi 
With broken Tusks, and with a borrow'd Name, Sh 
He ſhun'd the Vengeance, and conceal'd the Shame; 7 
So lurk'd in Sects unſeen, With greater guile 4. 
Falſe Reynard fed on conſecrated Spoil: W Fo 
The graceleſs Beaſt by Athanaſius firſt 11 
Was chas'd from Nice, then by Socinus nurs'd, ca 
His impious Race their Blaſphemy renew'd, By 
And Nature's King thro' Nature's Opticks view'd. Im 
Reyers'd they view'd him leſſen'd to their Eye, ei 
Nor in an Infant could a God deſcry: He 
New ſwarming Se&s to this obliquely tend, of 
Hence they began, and here they all will end. = A nc 
What weight of antient Witneſs can prevail, For 
If private Reaſon hold the publick Scale ? One 
But, gracious God, how well doſt thou provide And 
For erring Judgments an unerring Guide? Can 
Thy Throne is Darkneſs in th' abyſs of Light, Let 
A blaze of Glory that forbids the ſight; Zut 
O teach me to . thee thus conceal'd; = '7 
And ſearch no farther than thy ſelf reyeal'd; = By 
But her alone for my Director take And 
The 


Whom thou haſt promis'd never to forſake! k ; 
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I By Miracles, which are Appeals to Senſe, 

And thence concluded that our Senſe muſt be 

The Motive till of * | 
b K 2 
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My tho htleſs Youth was wing'd with yain Deſires, 
My Manhood, long miſ-led by wandring Fires, 
Follow'd falſe Lights; and when their Glimpſe was 
one, . | 

My Pride ſtruck out new Sparkles of her owWn. 
Such was I, ſuch by Nature ſtill I am, a 

Be thine the Glory, and be mine the Shame, 

Good Life be now wy Task: My Doubts are done, 
(Fm more could fright my Faith, than Three in One:) 

an I believe eternal God could lye 

Diſguis'd in mortal Mold and Infancy ? 
That the great Maker of the World could die? 

And after that, truſt my imperfe& Senſe 

Which calls in queſtion his Omnipotence? 

Can An Reaſon to my Faith compel, 

And ſhall my Sight, and Touch and Taſte rebel? 
Superior Faculties are ſet aſide, | | 
Shall their ſubſervient Organs be my Guide ? 

Then let the Moon uſurp the rule of Day, 

And winking Tapers ſhew the Sun his way; 

For what my Senſes can themſelves perceive, 

I need no Revelation to believe. 

Can they who ſay the Hoſt ſhould be deſcry'd 

By Senſe, define a Body glority'd ? 

Impaſlible, and penetrating Parts ? 

Let them declare by what myſterious Arts 

He ſhot that Body through th' oppoſing might 

Of Bolts and Barrs impervious to the Light, | 
And ſtood before his Train confeſs'd in open ſight, 
For ſince thus wonderouſly he paſs'd,. tis plain 


One ſingle place two Bodies did contain, 


And ſure the ſame Omnipotence as well 
Can make one Body in more places dwell. 
Let Reaſon then at her own Quarry fly, 
But how can Finite graſp Infinity? 
'Tis urg'd again that Faith did firſt commence 
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Wie take th' unuſeful Scaffolding away: 


And not veil theſe again to be our Food ? 


KReſt then, my Soul, from endleſs Anguiſh freed; 
| Dor Sciences thy Guide, nor Senſe thy Creed. 


For latter Ages muſt on former wait, 
And what began Belief, muſt propagate. 
But winnow well this Thought, and you ſhall find 

'Tis light as Chaff that flies before the Wind. 
Were all thoſe Wonders wrought by Pow'r Divine, 
As Means or Ends of ſome more deep Deſign ? 
Moſt ſure as Means, whoſe End was this alone, 
To prove the God-head of th' eternal Son. 

God thus aſſerted: Man is to believe 

Beyond what Senſe and Reaſon can conceiye, 

And for myſterious things of Faith rely 

On the Proponent, Heaven's Authority. 

If then our Faith we for our Guide admit, 

Vain is the farther ſearch of human Wit. 
As when the Building gains a ſurer ſtay, 
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Reaſon by Senſe no more can underſtand, 

The Game is play'd into another Hand. 

Why chuſe we then like Bilanders to creep 
Along the Coaſt, and Land in view to keep, 5 
When ſafely we may launch into the Deep? 

In the ſame Veſſel which our Saviour bore 
Himſelf the Pilot, let us leave the Shoar, 

And with a better Guide a better World explore. 
Could he his Godhead veil with Fleſh and Blood, 


His Grace in both is equal in extent, 

The firſt affords us Life, the ſecond Nouriſhment, 

And if he can, why all this frantick Pain 

To conſtrue what his cleareſt Words contain, 

And make a Riddle what he made ſo plain! 

To take up half on truſt, and half to try, 

Name it not Faith, but bungling Biggotry. 

Both Knave and Fool the Merchant we may call 

To 8 Summs, and to compound the ſmall, 

For wou'd break with Heaven, and wou'd not ( WW he: 
. break for all? 
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Faith is the beſt Enſurer of thy Bliſs , 
The Bank above muſt fail before the Venture miſs. 
But Heav'n and Heav'n-born Faith are far from thee, 
Thou firſt Apoſtate to Divinity. | 
Unkennell'd range in thy Polonian Plains; 
4 fiercer Foe th inſatiate Wolf remains. 

oo boaſtful Britain, pleaſe thy ſelf no more, 

W That Beaſts of Prey are banjſh'd from thy Shoar: 
The Bear, the Boax, and every ſalyage name, 
Wild in effect, ou in appearance tame, 
Lay waſte thy Woods, deſtroy thy bliſsful Bow'r, 
And muzled-though they. ſeem, the Mutes deyour, 
More haughty than the reſt the Wolfſh race, 8 


W Appear with Belly gaunt, and famiſh'd Face: 

Never was ſo deform'd a Beaſt of Grace. 

His ragged Tail betwixt his Legs he wears, | 

Cloſe gap for Shame, but his rough Creſt he rears, 

And pricks up bis predeſtinating Ears. ; 

His wild diſorder'd Walk, his haggard Eyes, 

Did all the beſtial Citizens ſurprize. 

Though fear'd and hated, yet he rul'd a-while, 

As Captain or Companion of the Spoil. 

Full many a Year his hateful Head had been 

For Tribute paid, nor ſince in Cambria ſeen :- 

The laſt of all the Litter ſcap'd by chance, 

And from Geneva firſt infeſted France,  . 

Some Authors thus his Pedigree will trace, 

But others write him of an upftart Race: 

becauſe of Wictcliff's Brood no mark he brings, 

hut his innate Antipathy to Kings, 

W Theſe laſt. deduce bim from th' Helvetian kind, 

PVho near the Leman-lake his Conſort lin'd. 

hat fi'ry Zuinglius firſt tht Affection bred, | 

\nd meagre Calvin bleſt the Nuptial Bed. = 

a) In 1/rael ſome believe him whelp'd long ſince, 

When the proud Saxhedrim oppreſs'd the Prince, 

Or ſince he will be Jew, derive him high'r, 
hen'Corah with his Brethren did conſpire 


(a) Vid, Pref, to Heyl. Hift. of Preb, 
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From Moſes* Hand the Sov'reign Sway to wreſt, 
And Aaron of his Ephod to diveſt : f 
Till opening Earth made way for all to * 
And cou'd not bear the Burden of a Claſs. 

The Fox and he came ſhuffled in the Park, 

If ever they were ſtow'd in Noah's Ark: 
Perhaps not made; for all their barking Train 
The Dog (a common Species) will contain. 
And ſome wild Currs, who from their Maſters 7 


Abhorring the Supremacy of Man, 

In Woods and Caves the Rebel-race began. 

O happy Pair, how well have you encreas'd, 
What 11 in Church and State have you redreſs'd! 
With Teeth untry'd, and Rudiments of Claws, 
Your firſt Eſſay was on your native Laws: 

Thoſe having torn with Eaſe, and trampled down, 
Your Fangs you faſten'd on the miter'd Crown, 
And freed from God and Monarch — 8 Town, 
What though your native Kennel ſtill be ſmall, 
Bounded betwixt a Puddle and a Wall, 

Yet your victorious Colonies are ſent ; 
Where the North Ocean girds the Continent. 
Quickned with fire below your Monſters breed, 
In fenny Holland and in fruitful Tweed. 

And like the firſt the laſt affects to be 

Drawn to*the dregs of a Democracy. 

As, where in Fields the fairy rounds are ſeen, 

A rank ſow'r Herbage riſes on the Green; 

So, ſpringing where theſe Midnight Elves advance, 
Rebellion Prints. the Foot-ſteps of the Dance, 
Such are their Doctrines, ſuch contempt they ſhow 
\ To Heaven above, and to their Prince below, 

As none but Traytors and Blaſphemers know, 
God, like the Tyrant of the Skies is plac'd, 

And Kings, like Slaves, beneath the Crowd debas'd, 
So fulſome is their Food, that Flocks refuſe 

To bite; and only Dogs for Phyſick uſe; 

As, where the Lightning runs along the Ground, 


No Husbandry can heal the blaſting Wound, i 
| | or 


_ 
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Nor bladed Graſs, nor bearded Corn ſucceeds, 
But Scales: of Scurf, and Putrefaction breeds: 
Such Wars, ſuch Waſte, ſuch fiery Tracks of Dearth 
Their Zeal has left, and ſuch a teemleſs Earth. 
But as the Poiſons of the deadlieſt kind _ 

Are to their own 2 Coaſts confin'd, 

As only Indian Shades of Sight deprive, 
And Magick Plants will but in Colchos thrive; 

80 presbyt'ry and Peſtilentif Zeal 
Can only flouriſh in a Common-weal. 

From Celtique Woods is chas'd the wolfi/ſh Crew; - 
But ah! ſome Pity e'en to Brutes is due: 1 
Their native Walks, methinks, they might enjoy, 
Curb'd of their native Malice to deſtroy. * 

Of all the Tyrannies on Human-kind, 
The worſt is that which Perſecutes the Mind. 
Let us but wee at what Offence we ftrike, - 

Tis but becauſe we cannot think alike. 

In puniſhing of this we overthrow 

The Laws of Nations and of Nature too. 

Beaſts are the Subjects of tyrannick Sway, 

Where ſtill the ſtronger on the weaker prey. 

Man . b a ſofter Mold is made; 

Not for his Fellows Ruin, but their Aid. 


Created kind, beneficent and free, 


The noble Image of the Deity. | 
One Portion of informing Fire was giv'n 
To Brutes, th* inferior Family of Heav'n : 
The Smith Divine, as with a careleſs Beat, 
Struck out the mute Creation at a Heat: 
But when arriv'd at laſt to human Race, 
The Godhead took a deep conſid'ring ſpace 1 
And, to diſtinguiſh Man from all the reſt, 
Unlock'd the ſacred Treaſures of his Breaft : 
And Mercy mixt with Reafon did impart; 
One to his Head, the other to his Heart: 
Reaſon to Rule, but Mercy to forgive : 
The firſt is Law, the laſt Prerogative, - 
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And like his Mind his outward Form appear'd, 
When iſſuing naked, to the wondring Herd, 
He charm'd their Eyes, and for they lov'd, they fear'd, 
Not arm'd with Horns of arbitrary Might, 
Or Claws to ſeize their furry Spoils in Fight, 
Or with encreaſe of Feet, t' o'ertake em in their flight, 
Of ealie Shape, and pliant ev'ry way 
Confeſſing till the ſoftneſs of his Clay, 
And kind as Kings upon their Coronation Day : 
With open Hands, and with extended ſpace 

Of Arms to ſatisfie a large Embrace. 

Thus kneaded up with Milk, the new-made Man 
His Kingdom o'er his Kindred World began : 
Till Knowledge miſ-apply'd, miſ-underſtood, 
And pride of Empire ſour'd his balmy Blood. 
Then, firſt rebelling, his own Stamp he coins; 
The Murth'rer Cain was latent in his Loins: 

And Blood began its firſt and loudeſt Cry, 

For diff ring Worſhip of the Deity, 

Thus Perſecution roſe, and farther Space 
Produc'd the mighty Hunter of his Race. 
Not ſo the bleſſed Pan his Flock encreas'd, 
Content to Fold em from the famiſh'd Beaſt: 
Mild were his Laws; the Sheep and harmleſs Hind 
Were never of the perſecuting Kind. 
Such Pity now the pious Paſtor ſhows, 8 


% 


Such Mercy from the Britiſh Lion flows, 
That both provide Protection from their Foes. 
Oh happy Regions, Italy and Spain, 

Which never aid thofe Monſters entertain! 

The Wolf, the Bear, the Boar, can there advance 

No native Claim of juſt Inheritance, 

And ſelf-preſerving Laws, ſevere in ſhow, 

May guard their Fences from th' invading Foe. 

Where Birth has plac'd em, let em ſafely ſhare 

The common benefit of vital Air. | 

Themſelves unharmful, let them live unharm'd; 

Their Jaws diſabled, and their Claws diſarm'd: 

Here, only in nocturnal Howlings bold, 

They dare not ſeize the Hind nor leap the * 
| | ore 
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More pow'rful, and as vigilant as they, 
The Lion awfully forbids the Prey. T7 | 
Their Rage repreſs'd, tho* pinch'd with Famine” ſore, 7 g 
They ſtand aloof, and-tremble at his Roar: 8 
Much is their Hunger, but their Fear is more. | 
Theſe are the Chief; to number o'er the reſt, 
And ſtand, like Adam, naming ey'ry Beaſt, 
Were weary Work; nor will the Muſe deſcribe 
A ſlimy-boru and ſun-begotten Tribe: 
Who, far from Steeples and their ſacred Sound, 
In Fields their ſullen Conventicles found: 
Theſe groſs, half. animated Lumps, I leave; 
Nor can I think what Thoughts they can conceive. 
But if they think at all, tis ſure no high r 
Than Matter, put in Motion, may aſpire.” -: | 
Souls that can ſcarce ferment their Maſs of Clay, 5 
5 


So droſſy, ſo diviſible are They, 

As wou'd but ſerve pure Bodies for Allay : 

Such Souls as Shards produce, ſuch beetle Things 

As only buz to Heav'n with Ev'ning Wings; 

Strike in the Dark, offending but by Chance, 

Such are the blind-fold Blows of Ignorance. 

They know not Beings, and but hate a Name, 

To them the Hind and Panther are the ſame. 
The Panther ſure the nobleſt, next the Hind, 

And faireſt Creature of the ſpotted Kind; * 

Oh, could her in-born Stains be waſh'd away, 

She were too good to be a Beaſt of _ 

How can I praiſe, or blame, and not offend, 

Or how divide the Frailty from the Friend! 

Her Faults and Virtues he ſo mix'd, that ſne 

Nor wholly ſtands condemn'd, nor wholly free, 

Then, like her injur'd Lion, let me ſpeak, 

He cannot bend her, and he would not break. 

Unkind already, and eſtrang'd in pait, 

The Wolf begins to ſhare her wandring Heart. 

Though unpolluted yet with Actual Ill, 

She half commits, who Sins but in her Will. 

If, as our dreaming Platoniſts report, 

There could be Spirits of a middle fort, 
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Too black for Heaven, and yet too white for Hell, 
Who juſt dropt half way down, nor lower fell; 


8. ir ſo gently ſhe deſcends from high, 
; It te 


ems a ſoft diſmiſſion from the Sky. 
Her Houſe not antient, whatſoe'er Pretence 
Her Clergy Heralds make in her defence. 


A ſecond Century not half-way run ; 
Since the new Honours of her Blood begun. - 
A Lion old, obſcene, and furious made ] 
By Luſt, compreſs'd her Mother in a Shade, . 
Then, by a left-hand Marriage weds the Dame, 
Covering Adult'ry with a ſpecious Name: \ 
So Schilm begot; and Sacrilege and ſhe, F 
A well-match'd Pair, got graceleſs Hereſie. 7 
God's and Kings Rebels have the ſame good Cauſe, E 
To trample down Divine and Human Laws : 80 
Both wou'd be call'd Reformers, and their Hate 4 
Alike deſtructive both to Church and State: v 
The Fruit proclaims the Plant; a lawleſs Prince Bi 
By Luxury reform'd Incontinence ; * 
By Ruins, Charity; by Riots, Abſtinence. r. 
Confeſſions, Faſts and Penance ſet aſide; - ia 
Oh with what Eaſe we follow ſuch a Guide! . 
Where Souls are ſtarv'd, and Senſes gratify'd. Hi 
Where Marriage Pleaſures, Midnight Pray'r ſupply, Sue 
And Mattin Bells (a melancholy Cry) At 
Are tun'd to merrier Notes; encreaſe and multiply. Ni. 
Religion ſhows a roſte-colour'd Face; An 
Not hatter'd out with drudging Works of Grace, In 
A down-hill Reformation rolls apace. VV 
W hat Fleſh and Blood wou'd croud the narrow Gate, Th, 
Or, *tifl they waſte their pamper'd Paunches, wait? Sigr 
All wou'd be happy at the cheapeſt rate, Ar. 
Though our lean Faith theſe rigid Laws has given And 
The full fed Muſulman goes fat to Heaven; Bec: 
For his Arabian Prophet with delights Her 
Of ſenſe, allur'd his eaſtern Proſelytes. Are 
The jolly Luther, reading him, began Rect 


T” interpret Scriptures-by his Alcoran 5 
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To grub the Thorns beneath our tender Feet, 
And make the Paths of Paradiſe more ſweet : 
Bethought him of a Wife ere half way gone, 
or 'twas uneafie travelling alone ;) 

nd in this Maſquerade of Mirth and Love, 

iſtook the bliſs of Heaven for Bacchanals above. 
Sor he preſum'd of Praiſe, who came to ſtock 

h' etherial Paſtures with ſo fair a Flock, 
Burniſh'd, and bat'ning on their Food, to ſhow 
The Diligence of careful Herds below. | 

Our Panther though like theſe ſhe chang'd her Head, 
Yet, as the Miſtreſs of a Monarch's Bed, 1 
Her front erect with Majeſty ſhe bore, 
The Crozier wielded, and the Miter wore. 
Her upper part of decent Diſcipline 
Shew'd Affectation of an antient Line: 
And Fathers, Councils, Church and Churches Head, 
Were on her reverend Phylacteries read. 
But what diſgrac'd and diſavow'd the reſt, 
Was Calvin's Brand, that ſtigmatiz'd the Beaſt, 
Thus, like a Creature of a double kind, 
In her own Labyrinth ſhe lives confin'd. 
To foreign Lands no ſound of her is come, 
Humbly content to be deſpis'd at home. 
Such is her Faith, where good cannot be had, ” 
At leaſt ſhe leaves the refuſe of the bad, 
Nice in her Choice of ill, though not of beſt, 
And leaſt deform'd, becaufe reform'd the leaſt, 
In doubtful Points betwixt her diff *ring Friends, 
WW Where one for Subſtance, one for Sign contends, 
Their Contradicting Terms ſhe ſtrives to join, 

Sign ſhall be Subſtance, Subſtance ſhall be Sign, 
A real Preſence all her Sons allow, BL 
And yet 'tis ſlat Idolatry to bow, 
Becauſe the God-head's there they know not how. 
Her Novices are taught that Bread and Wine, 2 


Are but the viſible and outward Sign, 

WF Keceiv'd by thoſe who in Communion -join, 

W But th' inward Grace, or the thing ſignify'd, 

His Blood and Body, who to faye us dy'd; TH 
e 
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The faithful this thing ſignify'd receive. 

What is't thoſe faithful — partake or leave? 

For what is {ignify'd and underſtood, 

Is, by her own Confeſſion, Fleſn and Blood. 

Then, by the ſame acknowledgment we know 

They take the Sign, and take the Subſtance too. 

The literal Senſe is hard to Fleſh and Blood, 

But Nonſenſe never can be underſtood. s 

Her wild belief on every Wave is toſt, 

Aut ſure no Church can better Morals boaſt. 

True to her King her Principles are found; _ 
Oh that her Pradtice were but half ſo ſound! 

Stedfaſt in various turns of State ſhe ſtood, 

And ſeal'd her vow'd Affection with her Blood; 

Nor will I meanly tax her Conſtancy, 

That int'reſt or e made the tye, 8 

(Bound to the fate of murder'd Monarchy :) 

(Before the ſounding Ax ſo falls the Vine, 

Whoſe tender Branches round the Poplar twine.) 
She choſe her Ruin, and reſign'd her Life, 

In death undaunted as an Indian Wife: 

A rare Example ! But ſome Souls we ſee 

Grow hard, and ſtiffen with Adverſity: 

Yet theſe by Fortune's favours are undone, - 

Reſoly'd' into a baſer Form they run, | 

And bore the Windz but cannot bear, the Sun. 

Let this be Nature's frailty, or her Fate, 

Or * Iſgrim's Counſel, her new-choſen Mate; 

Still. ſhe's the faireſt of the fallen Crew, 

No Mother more indulgent, but the true. 

Fierce to her Foes, yet fears her force to try, 

Becauſe ſhe wants innate Authority ; 

For how can ſhe conſtrain-them to obey, _ 

Who has her ſelf caſt off the lawful ſway? 

Rebellion equals all, and thoſe who toil 

In common Theft, will ſhare the common Spoil. 

Let her produce the Title and the- Right 

Againſt her old Superiors firſt to fight; 


* The Wolf, 
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If he reform by Text, ev'n that's as plain 
For her own Rebels to reform again. 
As long as words a diff 'rent Senſe will bear, 
And each may be his own Interpreter, 
Our ai'ry Faith will no Foundation find: 
The Word's a Weathercock for every Wind: . 
The Bear, the Fox, the Wolf, by turns prevail, 
The moſt in Pow'r ſupplies the preſent Gale. 
The wretched Panther cries aloud for Aid | 
To Church and Councils, whom ſhe firſt betray'd; 
No help from Fathers or Traditions train, 
Thaſe antient Guides ſhe taught us to diſdain, 
And by that Scripture which the once abus'd _ 
To Reformation, ſtands her ſelf accus'd: 
What Bills for Breach of Laws can ſhe prefer, 
Expounding which ſhe owns her felf may err; a 
And, after all her winding ways are try'd, ö 
If doubts ariſe, ſhe ſlips her ſelf aſide, | 
And leaves the private Conſcience for the Guide, 
If then that Conſcience ſet th' Offender free, 
It bars her claim to Church Authority. 
How can ſhe Cenſure, or what Crime pretend, 
But Scripture may be conftru'd to defend? 
Ev'n thoſe whom for Rebellion ſhe tranſmits 
To Civil Pow'r, her Doctrine firſt acquits; 
Becauſe no Diſobedience can enſue, 
Where no Submiſſion to a Judge is due, 
Each judging for himſelf, by her Conſent, 
Whom thus abſolv'd ſhe ſends ro Puniſhment.” 
Suppoſe the Magiſtrate revenge her Cauſe, 
'Tis only for tranſgreſſing human Laws. 
How anſw'ring to its end a Church is made, | 
Whoſe Pow'r 1s but to counſel and perſwade 7 
O ſolid Rock, on which ſecure ſhe ſtands ! 
Eternal Houſe, not built with mortal Hands! 
O ſure Defence againſt th' infernal Gate, 
A Patent during Pleaſure of the State! 
Thus is the Panther neither lov'd nor fear'd, 
4 meer Mock Queen of a divided Herd; 
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Whom ſoon. by lawful Pow'r ſhe-might control, 


Her ſelf a part ſubmitted to the whole, 
Then, as the Moon who firſt receives the light 
By which ſhe makes our nether Regions bright, 
So might ſhe- ſhine, reflecting from afar . - - 
The Rays ſhe borrow'd from a better Star: 
Big with the Beams which from her Mother flow, 
And reigning o'er the riſing Tides below: 
Now, mixing with a. ſalvage Croud, ſhe goes, 
And meanly flatters her inyet'rate Foes, 
Rul'd while ſhe Rules, and loſing ey'ry Hour 
Her wretched Remnants of precarious Pow'r. 
One Evening while the cooler Shade ſhe ſought, 
Revolving many a melancholy Thought, - 
Alone ſhe walk'd, and look'd around in vain, 
With rueful Viſage for her yaniſh'd Train : 
None of her Sylvan Subjects made their Court; 
evces and Conchees paſs'd without refort. 
So hardly can Uſurpers manage well ; 
Thoſe, whom they firſt inſtructed to Rebel: 
More liberty begets deſire of more, 
The hunger ftill encreaſes with the ſtore. 


Each in his Clan, and fill'd with loathſome Food, 
Ask'd no Permiſſion to the Neighb'ring Flood, 
The Panther, full of inward diſcontent, - 

| Since they wou'd go, before em wiſely went: 
Supplying want of Pow'r by drinking ir, 

As if ſhe gave em leave to quench their thirſt. 
Among the reſt, the Hind, with fearful Face 
Beheld from far the common wat'ring Place, 
Nor durſt approach; till with an awful Roar 
The Sovereign Lion bad her fear no more. | 
Encourag'd thus ſhe brought her younglings nigh, 
Watching the Motions of her Patron's Eye, 

And drank a ſober Draught; the reſt amaz'd 
Stood mutely ſtil}, and on the Stranger gaz'd : 
Suryey'd her Part by Part, and — to 

The ten-horn'd Monſter in the harmleſs Hind, 
Such as the Wolf and Panther had deſign'd. 


Without reſpe& they bruſh'd along the Wood | : 
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They thought at firſt they dream'd, for *twas offence 
With them, to queſtion certitude of Senſe, 

Their guide in Faith ; but 'nearer when they drew, 
And had the faultleſs Object full in view, 5 
Lord, how they all admir'd her heav'nly hue! 

Some, who before her Fellowſhip diſdain'd, 

Scarce, and but ſcarce, from in born rage reſtrain'd, 5 
Now frisk'd about her, and old kindred feign'd. 
Whether for Loye or Int'reſt, ev'ry Set _ 

Of all the Salvage Nation ſhew'd reſpe&t: 

The Vice-roy Panther could not awe the Herd, 
The more the Company the leſs they fear'd. 

The ſurly Wolf with ſecret w_ burſt, 12 
Yet cou'd not howl, the Hind had ſeen him firſt: 
Bit what he durſt not 2 the Panther durſt. 

= For when the Herd, ſuffic'd, did late repair 

W To Ferney Heaths, and to their Foreſt Lare, 

She made a mannerly Excuſe to ſtay, 

Proff ring the Hind to wait her the way : 

That ſince the Sky was clear, an hour of talk 

Might help her to beguile the tedious Walk. 

With much Good -will the motion was embrac'd, 

To chat a- while on their Adventures paſs'd: 

Nor had the grateful Hind ſo ſoon forgot 

Her Friend and Fellow-ſuff rer in the Plot. 

Yet wondring how of late ſhe grew eſtrang' d, 

Her Fore cloudy, and her Countenance chang'd, 
She thought this hour th' occaſion would prefent 

To learn her fecret Cauſe of Diſcontent, 

Which, well ſhe hop'd, might be with eafe redreſs d, 
Conſidering her a well-bred civil Beaſt, 1 
And more a Gentlewoman than the reſt. 

After ſome common Talk what rumours ran, 


The Lady of the ſpotted-muff began, 


1 


_— 
* * 8 93 * * * 2 — + IT 1 * 1 * VP "ER 
8 —— ARE n 


208 


* 


The Founrn PART of | 
The SECOND PART. 


AME, ſaid the Panther, times are mended wel“ 


Since late among the Philiſtines you fell, 

The Toils were pitch'd, a ſpacious Tract of Ground 
With expert Huntſmen was encompaſs'd round; 
Th' Encloſure narrow'd; the ſagacious Pow'r 
Of Hounds, and Death drew nearer every Hour. 
'Tis true, the younger Lion ſeap'd the Snare, 
But all your Prieſtly Calves lay ſtrugling there; 
As Sacrifices on their Altars laid; | 
While you their careful Mother wiſely fled, 5 
Not truſting Deſtiny to ſave your Head. 
For whate'er Promiſes you have apply'd 
To your unfailing Church, the ſurer ſide 
Is four fair Legs in danger to provide. 
And whate'er Tales of Peter's Chair you tell, 
Yet ſaving Reverence of the Miracle, c 
The better luck was yours to ſcape fo well. 

As I remember, ſaid the ſober Hind, 
Thoſe Toils were for your own dear ſelf deſign'd, 
As well as me; and with the ſelf-ſame throw, 
To catch the Quarry and the Vermin too, 
(Forgive the ſland*rous Tongues that call'd you ſo.) 
Howe'er you take it now, the common Cry 


Then ran you down for your rank Loyalty; 


Beſides, in Popery they thought you nurſt, 
(As evil Tongues will ever ſpeak the worſt,) 
Becauſe ſome Forms, and Ceremonies ſome 


| You kept, and ſtood in the main queſtion dumb. 


Dumb you were born indeed, but thinking long 
The Teft it ſeems at laſt has loos'd your Fongue. 


And, to explain what your Forefathers meant, 


-By real Preſence in the Sacrament, 

(Afeer long fencing 2 againſt a Wall,) 

Your ſalvo comes, that he's not there at all: 
There frogs your Faith, and what may change 


may fall, 
* Y Who 
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| Who can believe, what yaries every Day, 
Nor ever was, nor will be at a ſtay? 

Tortures may force the Tongue Untruths to tel}, 
And I ne'er own'd my ſelf infallible, | 
Reply'd the Panthor; grant ſuch Preſence were, 

Yet in your Senſe I never own'd it there. 

A real Virtue we by Faith receive, BO: 4 

And that we in the Sacrament believe. 
Then ſaid the Hind, as you the matter ſtate, 

Not only Jeſuits can Equivocate; | 

For real, as you now the Word expound, 

Ws From ſolid Subſtance dwindles to a Sound. 

WL Mecthinks an Z/op's Fable you repeat, 

== You know who took the Shadow for the Meat; 
Your Churches Subſtance thus you change at Will, 
And yet retain your former Figure {til}, 

I freely grant you ſpoke to ſave your Life, 

For then you lay beneath the Butcher's Knife. 

Long time you fought, redoubl'd Batt'ry bore, 

But, after all, againſt your ſelf you ſwore; 

Your former ſelf for ev'ry Hour your Form 

Is chop'd and chang'd, like Winds before a Storm. 
Thus Fear and Intereſt will prevail with ſome, 
For all haye not the Gift of Martyrdom. 

The Panther grin'd at this, and thus reply'd; 

That Men may err was never yet deny'd. 
But, if that common Principle be true, 
he Cannon, Dame, is level'd full at you. 
But, ſhunning long diſputes, I fain wou'd ſee 
hat wond'rous Wight Infallibility, 
Is he from Heay'n this mighty Champion come; 
Dr * below in Subterranean Rome? 
Firſt, ſeat him ſomewhere, and derive his Race, 
Or elſe conclude that Nothing has no Place. 
Suppoſe (though 1 diſown it) ſaid the Hind, 
Ebe certain Manſion. were not yet aſſign'd, 
The doubtful Reſidence no proof can Ge | 
\gainſt the plain exiſtence of the thing. 
becauſe Philoſophers may diſagree, | 
Light b' emiſſion. or reception be, £ 
hall it be thence inferr'd, I do not ſee ? 
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But you require an Anſwer poſitive, 

Which yet, when 1 demand, you dare not give, 
For Fallacies in Univerſals live. 

I then affirm that this unfailing Guide 

In Pope and general Councils muſt reſide; 
Both lawful, both combin'd ; what one decrees 
By numerous Votes, the other Ratifies : 

On this undoubted Senſe the Church relies. 
'Tis true, ſome Doctors in a ſcantier ſpace, 

I mean, in each apart, contract the Place. 
Some, who to greater length extend the Ljne, 
The Churches after-acceptation join. 

This laſt Circumference appears too wide, 
The Church diffus'd is by the Council ty'd 
As Members by their Repreſentatives 'F 
Oblig'd to Laws which Prince and Senate gives. 
Thus ſome contract, and ſome enlarge the Space ö 


In Pope and Couneil who denies the place, 

Aſſiſted from above with God's unfailing Grace ? 

Thoſe Cannons all the needful Points contain; 

Their Senſe ſo obvious, and their Words ſo plain, 

That no diſputes about the doubtful Text 

Have hitherto the lab'ring World perplex'd ; 

If any ſhou'd in after-times appear, [clear! 

New Councils muſt be call'd, to make the meanin! 

Becauſe in them the Pow'r ſupream reſides; 

And all the Promiſes are to the Guides. 

This may be taught with ſound and fafe Defence: 

But mark how ſandy is your own Pretence, 

Who ſetting Councils, Pope and Church afide, 

Are ev'ry Man his own preſuming Guide. 

The ſacred Books, you fay, are full and plain, 
And ev'ry needful Point of Truth contain: 

All who can read, Interpreters may be : 

Thus though your ſeyeral Churches diſagree, 

Yet ev'ry Saint has to himſelf alone 

The ſecret of his Philoſophick Stone, 

Theſe Principles your jarring Sects unite, 

When diffring Doctors afd Diſciples fight, Thoo 
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| Though Luther, Zuinglius, Calvin, holy Chiefs, 
Have made a Battle Royal of Beliefs ; | 
Or like wild Horſes ſeyeral ways have whirl'd 
The tortur'd Text about the Chriſtian World; 
Each Jehs laſhing on with furious Force, 
That Turk or Jew cou'd not have us'd it worſe, 
No matter what Diſſenſion Leaders make, 
Where ey'ry private Man may ſave a Stake; 
Rul'd by the Scripture and his own: Advice, 
Each has a blind-by-path-to Paradiſe z 
Where driving in a Circle flow or faſt, 
Oppoſing Sects are ſure to meet at laſt, | 
A wond'rous Charity you have in Store 
For all Reform'd to paſs. the narrow Door: 
o much, that Mahomet had ſcarcely more. 
For he, kind Prophet, was for damning none, 
ut Chriſt and Moſes were to ſave their own: 
Himſelf was to ſecure his choſen Race, 
Tho' reaſon good for Turks to take the Place, 
Ind he allow'd' to be the better Man, N 
In Virtue of his holier Alcoran. 
True, ſaid the Panther, 1 ſhall ne'er deny 
: bly Brethren may be ſav'd as well as I: 
Frho' Huguenots condemn our Ordination, 
pucceſſion, Miniſterial Vocation : 
WAnd Luther, more miſtaking what he read, 
Wlisjoins the ſacred Body with the Bread; 
et, Lady, ſtill remember I maintain, 
The Word in needful Points is only plain. 
Needleſs of needful I not now contend, 
For {till you have a Loop-hole for a Friend, 
Rejoin'd the Matron) but the Rule you lay 8 


Has led whole Flocks, and leads them ſtill aſtray, 

In weighty Points, and full Damnation's way. 

or did not Arius firſt, Socinus now, 

The Son's eternal God-head diſavow. b 

nd did not theſe by Goſpel Texts alone 8 

ondemn our Doctrine, and maintain their own n? 

lave not all Hereticks the ſame Pretence | 

o plead the Scriptures in their own Defence 1 
How 


7 
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How did the Nicene Council then decide, 
That ſtrong Debate ? was it by Scripture-try'd ? 
No, ſure; to thoſe the Rebel dal not yield, 
Squadrons of Texts he Marſhal'd in the Field ; 
That was but Civil War, an equal ſet, 
Where Piles with Piles, and Eagles Eagles met. 
With Texts point-blank and plain he fac'd the Foe ; 
And did not Satan tempt our Saviour ſo? 

The good old Biſnops took a ſimpler way, 
Each ask'd but what he heard his Father ſay, 

Or how he was inſtructed in his Youth, 

And by Tradition's force upheld the Truth, 

The Panther ſmil'd at this, And when, ſaid ſhe, 
Were thoſe firſt Councils diſallow'd by me? 

Or where did I at ſure Tradition ſtrike, 
Provided till it were Apoſtolick ? 

Friend, ſaid the Hind, you quit your former Ground, 
Where all your Faith you did on Scripture found, 
Now, tis Tradition join'd with holy Writ, 

But thus your Memory betrays your Wit. 

No, ſaid the Panther, for in that I view, 
When your Tradition's forg'd, and when tis true, 
I ſet 'em by the Rule, and as they ſquare, 
Or deviate from undoubted Doctrine there, 
This Oral Fiction, that old Faith declare. 

(Hind.) The Council ſteer'd it ſeems a diffrent 

Courſe, | 

They try'd the Scripture by Tradition's force; 
But you Tradition by the Scripture try; 
Purſu'd, by Sects, from this to that you fly, 
Nor dare on one Foundation to rely. 
The Word is then depos'd, and in this View, 
You rule the Scripture, not the Scripture you. 
Thus ſaid the Dame, and ſmiling, — purſu'd, 
I fee Tradition then is diſallow'd, 
When not evinc'd by Scripture to be true, 
And Scripture, as interpreted by you. 
But here you tread upon unfaithful Ground; 
Unleſs you cou'd infallibly ex pound. 


Which 
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W which you rejed as odious Pope 


And throw that Doctrine back ant ſcorn on-me. 


Wl Suppoſe we on things traditive divide, 
3 * both appeal to Scripture to decide; 
ny various Texts we both uphold our claim, 
lay, often ground our Titles on the ſame : 
W After long labour loſt, and time's expence, 
noch grant the Words, and quarrel for the Senſe. 
W Thus all Diſputes for ever muſt depend; 
W For no dumb rule can Controverſies end. 
W Thus when you ſaid Tradition muſt be try'd 
By ſacred Writ, whoſe ſenſe your ſelves decide, 
You ſaid no more, but that your ſelyes muſt be 
The judges of the Scripture: Senſe, not we. 
\oainſt our Church-Tradition you declare, 
And yet your Clerks wou'd ſit in Moſes“ Chair: 
At leaſt tis prov'd againſt your Argument, 
he Rule is far from plain, where all diſſent. 
If not oy Scriptures, how can we be ſure 
Reply'd the Panther) what Tradition's pure? 
or you may palm upon us new for old : 
l, as they ſay, that glitters is not Gold, 
How but by following her, reply'd the Dame, 
o whom deriv'd from Sire to Son they came; 
WV here, ev'ry Age do's on another move, | 
und truſts no farther than the next above; 
V here all the Rounds like Jacob's Ladder riſe, 
The loweſt hid in Earth, the topmoſt in the Skies. 
sternly the Salvage did her Anſwer mark, 
er glowing Eye: balls glitt'ring in the dark, 
ind ſaid but this, Since Lucre was your Trade, 
ucceeding times ſuch dreadful Gaps have made, 
is n Climbing: To your Sons and you 
leave the Ladder, and its Omen too. [ſweet, 
(Hind.) The Panther's Breath was ever fam'd for 
ut from the Wolf ſuch wiſhes oft I meet: 
ou learn'd this Language from the blatant Beaſt, 
r rather did not ſpeak, but were poſſeſs'd. 
s for your Anſwer 'tis but barely urg'd; 
ou muſt evince Tradition to be forg dj) 
N Produce 


* 
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Produce plain Proofs ; unblemiſh'd Authors uſe 
As ancient as thoſe Ages they accule ; | 
"Till when 'tis not ſuthcient to defame : 

An old Poſſeſſion ſtands, till Elder quits the claim, 
Then for our int'reſt which is nam'd alone 

To load with enyy, we retort your own, 

For when Traditions in your Faces fly, 
Reſoving not to yield, you muſt decry : 

As when the Cauſe goes hard, the guilty Man 
Excepts, and thins his Jury all he can; 

So when you ſtand of other Aid bereft, 

You to the twelye Apoſtles would be left, 

Your Friend the Wolf did with more craft proyide 
To ſet thoſe toys Traditions quite aſide : 

And Fathers too, unleſs when Reaſon ſpent 

He cites em but ſometimes for Ornament. 

But, Madam Panther, you, though more ſincere, 
Are not ſo wiſe as your Adulterer : | 

The private Spirit is a better Blind, 

Than all the dodging Tricks your Authors find. 
For they, who left the Scripture to the crowd, 
Each for his own peculiar f udge allow'd; 

The way to pleaſe em was to make em proud, 
Thus, with full Sails, they ran upon the Shelf, 
Who cou'd ſuſpect a couzenage from himſelf! 
On his own Reaſon ſafer tis to ſtand, 

Than be deceiv d and damn'd at ſecond-hand, 
But you who Fathers and Traditions take, 

And garble ſome, and ſome you quite forſake, 
Pretending Church Authority to fix, 

And yet ſome Grains of private Spirit mix, 

Are like a' Mule made up of differing Seed, 

And that's the reaſon why you never breed; 

At leaſt not propagate your kind abroad, 

For home Diſſenters are by Statutes aw'd. 

And yet they grow upon you every Day, 

While — (to ſpeak the beſt) are at a ſtay, 
For Sects that are extreams, abhor a Middle-yay. 
Like tricks of State, to ſtop a raging Flood, 
Or mollifie a Mad-brain'd Senate's Mood: 

Of all Expedients neyer one was good. 
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ell may they argue, (nor can you deny) 
hs — a Authority, { 
Beſt on the beſt, the Fountain, not the Flood, 
That muſt be better ſtill, if this be good. 
Shall ſhe command, who has her rebell'd? 
Is — Antichriſt T7: 
Did we a lawfil Tyranny diſplace, © 
To ſet aloft a Baſtard of the Race? 
Why all theſe Wars to win the Book, if we 
Muſt not poem — for our ſelves, but ſhe? 
Either be wholly Slayes, or wholly Free. 
For purging Fires Traditions muſt not fight : 
But they muſt prove A Night : 
Thus thoſe led Horſes are from ſervice freed ; 
You never mount 'em but in time of need. 
Like Mercenaries, hir'd for home defence, 
They will not ſerve againſt their native Prince, 
Againſt Domeſtick Foes of Hierarchy 
Theſe are drawn forth, to make Fanaticks fly; 


But, when they ſee their Country-men at hand, 


Marching againſt em under Church-command, 


* they forſake their Colour, and disband. 
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us ſhe, nor cou'd the Panther well enlarge 
With weak Defence againſt {5 ſtrong a Charge; 


But ſaid, For what did Chriſt his Word provide, 


If ſtill his Church muſt want a living Guide? 
And if all ſaving Doctrines are not there, 

Or ſacred Pen-men cou'd not make 'em clear, 
From after-ages we ſhould hope in vain 


For truths, which Men inſpir'd, cou'd not explain. 
Before the Word was written, ſaid the Hmd, 
Our Saviour preach'd his Faith to human Kind : k 


from his Apoſtles the firſt Age receiv*d 

Eternal truth, and what they taught, beliey'd. 
Thus by Tradition Faith was planted firſt, _ 
Succeeding Flocks, ſucceeding Paſtors nurs'd, 
This was the way our wiſe Redeemer choſe, 


(Who: ſure could all things for the beſt diſpoſe,) 


To * his Fold from their encroaching. Foes. 


; 


He 
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He cou'd have writ himſelf, but well foreſaw 
Th' event wou'd be like that of Moſes' Law; 
Some difference wou'd ariſe, ſome doubts remain, 
Like thoſe, which yet;the: jarring. Jews maintain. 
No written Laws'.can..be,ſo plain, ſo pure, 

But Wit may gloſs, 


and.Malice may obſcure, | 
Not thoſe indited by his firſt, Command, 
A Prophet grav'd the Text, an Angel hell his Hand 
Thus Faith was ere the written Word app ar'd, 
And Men believ'd, not what they read, but heard. 
But ſince th' Apoſtles cou'd. not be: confin'd 

To theſe, or ole. but ſeverally deſign'd | 
Their large Commiſſion round the World to blow; 
To ſpread their Faith, they ſpread their Labours too. 
Vet ſtill their abſent Flock their Pains did ſhare, 
They hearken'd ſtill, for Love produces Care. 
And as miſtakes aroſe, or diſcords fell, 
Or bold Seducers taught em to Rebel, 
As Charity grew cold, or Faction hot, 
Or long neglect their Leſſons had forgot, 
For all their Wants they wiſely did provide, 
And e by Epiſtles was ſupply'd : 
So great. Phyſicians cannot all attend, 


4 


But ſome-they viſit, and to ſome they ſend, 

Yet all thoſe, Letters were not writ to all; - 

Nor firſt - intended, but occaſional, 

Their abſent Sermons; nor if they contain 

All needful Doctrines, are thoſe Doctrines plain. 
Clearneſs by frequent Preaching muſt be wrought, 
They writ but ſeldom, but they daily taught, 

And what one Saint has ſaid of holy Paul, 

He darkly writ, is true apply'd to all. 

For this obſcurity cou'd Heaven provide | 
More prudently than by a living Guide, 
As doubts aroſe, the difference to. decide ? 

A Guide was therefore needful, therefore made; 
And, if appointed, ſure to be obey'd. | 

Thus, with due Reverence to th' * writ, 
By which my Sons are taught, to Which * but 
© | chink 


/ 
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I think, thoſe truths their ſacred Works contain, 

The Church alone can certainly explain; 
Tha following Ages, leaning on the paſt, 
May, reft upon the Primitive at laſt, 
Nor wou'd I thence the Word no Rule infer, 
But none without the Church-interpreter. . 
Becauſe, as 1 have-urg'd before, 'tis mute, 
And is it ſelf the ſubject of diſpute. | 
But what th' Apoſtles their Sueceſſors taught, 
They to the next, from them to us is brought, > 
Th' undoubted Senſe which is in rain, PR 
from hence the Church is arm'd, when Errors riſe, „ 
To ſtop their Entrance, and prevent ſurpriſe ; 8 
And fafe entrench'd within, her Foes without defies. 8 
By theſe all feſtring ſores her Counfels heal, 
Which time or has diſclos'd, or ſhall reveal, 7 
For Diſcord cannot end without a laſt appeal. | 
Nor can a Council national decide, - 
But with Subordination to her Guide: q 
(1 wiſh the; Cauſe, were on that iſſue try'd.) . 
Much leſs the Scripture; for ſuppoſe debat 
Betwixt Pretenders. to a fair Eſtate, , 
Bequeath'd. by, ſome Legator's laſt intent 
W-(Such is our dying Saviour's Teſtament :) 

The will is prov'd, is open'd, and is read; 

The doubtful, Heirs their diff ring Titles plead: 

All vouch the Words their int'reſt to maintain, 
And each pretends by thoſe his Cauſe is plain. 
ball then the Teſtament award the right? 
= No, that's the Hungary for which they fight; 
The Field of Battel, ſubje& of debate; 
= The thing contended for, the fair Eſtate. 

The Senſe is, intricate, tis only, clear 
= hat Vowels and what Conſonants are there. 
WT herefore tis plain, its meaning muſt be try'd. 

Before ſome Jud n to decide. 

Suppoſe (the fair Apoſtate ſaid) I grant, 4 

he faithful Flock ſome living Guide ſhould want, 


ob: V or. W. Your 


Your Arguments an endleſs chaſe purſue: 
Produce this vaunted Leader to dur View, 
This mighty Moſes of the choſen Crew, © © 


With force renew'd, to Victory aſpir'd ; 
(And looking upward to her kindred Sky,) 
As once our Saviour own'd his Deity, 
Pronounc'd his Words---ſhe whom ye ſeek am 7. 
Nor leſs amaz*d this Voice the Panther heard, 
Than were thoſe Jews to hear a God declar'd. 
Then thus the Matron modeſtly renew'd; | 
Let all your Prophets and their Sects be view'd, 
And ſee to which of em your ſelves think fit 
The Conduct of your Conſcience to ſubmit : 
Each Proſelyte wou'd Vote his Doctor beſt, 
With abſolute Excluſion to the reſt: 
Thus wou'd your Poliſh Diet diſagree, 
And end as it began in Anarchy: | 

our ſelf the faireſt for Election ſtand, 

ecauſe you ſeem Crown-Gen'ral of the Land; 
But ſoon againſt your ſuperſtitious Lawn 
Some Presbyterian Sabre wou'd be drawn: 
In your eſtabliſh'd Laws of Soy'raignty' 
The reſt ſome fundamental Fla — ſee, 
And call Rebellion Goſpel-liberty. 6 GER 
To Church-decrees your Articles require 
Submiſſion molify'd, if not entire; 
Homage deny'd, to Cenſures you proceed; 
But when Curtana will not do the Deed, 
You lay that pointleſs Clergy-weapon by, 
And to the Laws, your Sword of Juſtice, fly. 
Now this your Sects the more unkindly take 
(Thoſe prying Varlets hit the blots you make) 
Becauſe ſome ancient Friends of yours declare, 
Your only rule of Faith the Scriptures are, 
Interpreted by Men of Judgment ſound, 
Which ev'ry Sect will for themſelves expound : 
Nor think leſs rev'rence to their Doctors due 


For ſound Interpretatjan, than to you. 


/ 


The Dame, who" ſaw*her fainting Foe retir'd, 
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If then, by able Heads, ate underſtood | | 

Your Brother Prophets, who reform'd abroad, 

Fhoſe able Heads expound a wiſer way,  _ - 

That their owh Sheep their Shepherd Would obey. 

But if you mean your ſelves are only ſound, 

That Doctrine turns the Reformation round, 7 

And all the reſt are falſe Reformers found, 

Becauſe in ſundry Points you and alone, ©: "I 

Not in Communon' join'd With any one; + 
And therefore muſt be all the Church, or none. 

| Then, 'till you have agreed whoſe Judge is beſt, 

Againſt this forc'd Submiſſion they proteſt : 4 

While Sound and Sound a diff rent Senſe explains, 

Both play at Hard-head 'till they break their Brains ; 

And from their Chairs each other's force defie, 

While unregarded Thunders yainly fly, 

I paſs the reſt, becauſe your Church alone 

of all Uſurpers beſt cou'd fill the Throne, 

But neither you, nor any Sect beſide, - 

Fot this high Office can be gd P 

With necellary Gifts eb in ſuch a Guide. 

For that which muſt direct the whole, muſt be 

Bound in one Bond of Faith and Unity; 8 
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W But all your ſev'ral Churches diſagree. 
W The Conſubſtantiating Church and Prieſt 
Wketfuſe Communion to the Calviniſt; ; 
he French reform'd, from Preaching you reſtrain, J 
WBecauſe you judge their Ordination vain; dain, & 
nd fo they judge of yours, but Donors mult Or- 
a ſhort, in Doctrine, or in rior N 
Not one Reform'd can with another join: 
ut all from each, as from Damnation fly; 
No Union they pretend, but in Nox-Popery, 

or, ſhould their Members in a Synod meet, 
ou'd any Church preſume to mount the Seat, 
bove the reſt, their Diſcords to decide; 
None vou'd obey, but each wou'd be the Guide: 
d Face to Face Diſſenſions wou'd encreaſe; 
Wor only diſtance now preſerves the Peace. 
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All in their turns Accuſers, and Accus'd: 

Babel was never half ſo much confus'd : 

What one can plead, the reſt can plead as well; 
For amongſt Equals lies no laſt appeal, 

And all confeſs themſelves are fallible. 
Now-ſince you grant ſome neceſſary Guide, 

All who can err are juſtly laid aſide : 

Becauſe a Truft ſo ſacred to confer ; 


Shows want of ſuch a-ſure Interpreter, 

And how can he be needful who can err ? 

Then granting that unerzing Guide we want, 

That ſuch there is you ſtand oblig'd to grant: 

Our Saviour elſe were wanting to ſupply 

Our Needs, and obviate that Neceſſit7. 

It then remains that Church can only be 

The Guide, which owns 3 Certainty; 
Or elſe you ſlip your Hold, and change your Side, 
Relapſing from a neceſſary Guide. 

But this annex'd Condition of the Crown, 
Immunity from Errors, you diſown, [ons down. 
Here then you ſhrink, and lay your weak Pretenſi- 
For petty 38 you raiſe debate; | 
But this unfailing Univerſal State [Weight. | 
You ſhun : Nor dare ſucceed to ſuch a glorious 


And for that Cauſe thoſe Promiſes deteſt _ = A 
With which our Saviour did his Church inveſt: = T 
But ftrive t' evade, and fear to find em true. 0 
As conſcious they were never meant to you: Sti 
All which the Mother Church aſſerts her own, IJ 
And with unrival'd Claim aſcends the Throne. = 
So when of old th' Almighty Father ſate An 
In Council, to redeem our ruin'd State, Bu 
Millions of Millions at a diſtance round, An 


Silent the ſacred Conſiſtory crown'd, pound. 
To hear what Mercy mixt with Juſtice cou'd pro- 
All prompt with eager Pity, to fulfil 

The full extent of their Creator's Will : 
But when the ſtern Conditions were declar'd, 
- A mournful Whiſper thro' the Hoſt was heard, 


lf 
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And the whole Hierarchy, with Heads hung down, 
Submiſſively declin'd the pond'rous proffer'd Crown. 
Then, not till then, th* eternal Son from high 

Roſe in the ſtrength of all the Deit ;;; | 
Stood forth t” accept the Terms, and underwent } 
A weight which all the Frame of Heaven had bent, > 
Nor he himſelf cou'd bear, but as Omnipotent, 
Now, to remove the leaſt remaining Doubt, | 
That e'en the blear-ey'd Sects may find her out, 
Behold what heavenly Rays ador'n her Brows, 8 


What from his Wardrobe her Belov'd allows 
To deck the Wedding-day of his unſpotted Spouſe, 
Behold what marks of Majeſty ſne brings; 
Nicher than ancient Heirs of Eaſtern Kings: 
Her right Hand holds the Sceptre and the Keys, 
To ſhew whom ſhe commands, and who obeys: 
With theſe to bind, or ſet the Sinner free, 
With that t' aſſert Spiritual Royalty. | 
* One in her ſelf, not rent by Schiſm, but ſound, 

Entire, one ſolid ſhining Diamond, 

Not Sparkles ſnatter'd into Sects like you, 
= One is the Church, and muſt be to be true: 
One central Principle of Unity, 

As undivided, ſo from Errors free, 
As one in Faith, ſo one in Sanity. 
Thus ſhe, and none but ſhe, th' inſulting Rage 
== Of Hereticks o pos'd from Age to Age : 
Still when the Grant-brood invades her Throne 4 
he os from Heaven, and meets em half way 
own, | 
And with paternal Thunder vindicates her Crown. 
hut like Egyptian Socerers you ſtand, 

And vainly lift aloft your Magick Wand, 
To ſweep may the Swarms of Vermin from the 
; Land : 
ou cou'd like them, with like infernal Force, 
WW roduce the Plague, but not arreſt the Courſe, 

Put when the Boils and Botches, with diſgrace 
und publick Scandal ſat upon the Face, 

* Marks of the Catholick, * from the Nicene Creed. 
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Themſelves attack'd, the Magi ſtrove no more, 
They ſaw God's Finger, and their Fate deplore; ( 
Themſelves they cou'd not Cure of the diſhoneft 

Sore. Aus 3 
Thus one, thus pure, behold her largely ſpread. 
Like the fair Ocean from her Mother-Bed;  _ 
From Eaſt to Weſt triumphantly ſhe Rides, 

All Shoars are water'd by her wealthy Tides. 
The Goſpel-ſound diffus'd.from Pole to Pole, 
Where Winds can carry, and where Waves can roll, 

The ſelf-fame Doctrine of the ſacred Page 
Convey'd to ev'ry Clime, in ev'ry Age. 

" Here let my Sorrow give my Satyr place, 
To raiſe new Bluſhes on my Briziſh Race; 
| Our ſailing Ships like common Shoars we uſe, 
| And thro” our diſtant Colonies diffuſe _.[Stews. ) 
| The Draught of Dungeons, and the ſtench of 
| Whom, when their home-bred Honeſty is loſt, 3 
| We diſembogue on ſome far Indian Coaſt: ., 
Thieves, Pandars, Palliards, Sins of ey'ry ſort, ..- 
"Thoſe are the Manufactures we ex gert, 
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And thete tne Miſſoners our zeal. has made: 
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For, with my Country's Pardon be it ſaid, c 
Religion is the leaſt of all our. Trade. | ., + 
vet ſome improve their Traffick more than we, 
For they on Gain, their only God, rely: 7 
And ſet a publick price on Piet. ) 
Induſtrious of the Needle and - Chart 2 
They run full Gail. to their Japporian Mart: 
Prevention fear, and prodiga of ame, 

Sell all of Chriſtian to the very Name; [Shame: p. 
Nor leave enough of that, to hide their naked) 
Thus, of three Marks which in the Creed we view, 
Not one of all can be apply'd to you pr 
Much leſs the fourth; in vain alas you ſeek 8c 
Th' ambitious Title of Apoſtolick : | = U. 
God-like deſcent! tis well your Blood can be jr ＋T. 
Proy'd noble, in the third gr fourth degree: _ Sh 
For all of ancient that you had before, 5 In 


mean what is not borrow'd from our Store) 
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Was Error fulminated o'er and o'er. 
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old Hereſies condemn'd in Ages paſt, 
care and time recover'd from the blaſt. 
FTis ſaid with eaſe, hut never can be proy'd, 
e Church her old Foundations has remov'd, 
And built new Doctrines on unſtable Sands: 


1 


judge that, . Winds and Rains; you prov'd her, yet 
* ſhe ſtands 


Thoſe ancient Poctrines charg'd on her for new, 

Shew, when, and how, and from what Hands they 

We claim no Pow'r when Hereſies grow bold [grew. 

To Coin new Faith, but till declare the old. 

Hoy elſe cou'd that obſcene Diſeaſe be purg'd, 

When controverted Texts are vainly urg'd? 

To prove Tradition new, there's ſomewhat more 

Requir'd, than ſaying, twas not us'd before. 

Thoſe monumental Arms are never ſtirr'd | 

Till Schiſm or Hereſie call down Goliath's Sword, 
Thus, what you call Corruptions, are in truth, 

The firſt Plantations of the Goſpel's youth, 

Old ſtandard Faith: But caſt your Eyes again, 

And view thoſe Errors which new Se&s maintain, 

Or which of old diſturb'd the Church's peaceful 


Reign, 

And we = point each Period of the time, 

When they began, and who begot the Crime; 

Can calculate how long th' Eclipſe endur'd, 

Who interpos'd, what Digits were obſcur'd : 

Of all which are already paſs'd. away, 

We know the riſe, the progreſs, and decay. 
Deſpair at our Foundations then to ftrike, 

Till you can prove your Faigh: Apoſtolick ; 

. Stream drawn from the native Source; 

Succeſſion lawful in a lineal Courſe. 

Prove any Church oppos'd to this our Head, 

So one, ſo pure, ſo unconfin'dly ſpread, 

Under one Chief of the ſpiritual State, 

The Members all combin'd, and All ſubordinate, 

Shew ſuch a ſeamlefs Coat, from Schiſm ſo free, 

In no Communion join'd with Hereſie: 
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If ſuch a one you find, let Truth prevail? 
Till when your Weights will in the Balance fail: 5 
A Church unprincipled kicks up the Scale. 

But if you cannot think,” (nor 'ſure_you can 

Suppoſe in God what were unjuſt in Man,) 
That he, the Fountain of eternal Grace, 
Should ſuffer Falſhood for ſo long a ſpace _ 
To baniſh Truth, and to uſurp her place: 
That ſev'n ſucceſſive Ages ſhould be Joſt, | 
And preach Damnation at their proper Coſt ; 
That all your erring Anceſtors ſhould die, 
Drown'd in th" Abyſs of deep Idolatry ; ; 
If Piety forbid ſuch Thoughts to'rife, 
Awake, and open your utwilling Eyes | 
God hath left nothing for each Age undone, 


LS , 


From this to that wherein he ſent his Son: [done, 

Then think but well of him, and half your Work is 

See how his Church adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 
With open Arms, a kind forgiving Face, [brace,) 

Stands ready to prevent her long-loſt Son's em-) 

Not more did Joſeph o' er his Brethren weep, 

Nor leſs himſelf cou'd from diſcovery keep, 

When in the crowd of Suppliants they were ſeen, 

And in their Crew his beft beloved Benjamin. 

That pions Joſeph in the Church behold, ö 


n od oy bed RA ww. 


by 


To feed your Famine, and refuſe'your Gold; * 
The Joſeph you exil'd, the Joſeph whom you ſold. 
Thus, while with heavenly Charity. ſhe ſpoke, 
A ſtreaming Blaze the filent Shadows broke ; 
Shot from the Skies: A chearful azure Light? 
The Birds obſcene to Foreſts wing'd their flight, 
And — receiy'd the wand' ring guilty ( 
 _ Spright, 3 
Such as the pleaſing Triumphs of the Sky, ” 
For James his late Nocturnal Victory; 
The Pledge of his Almighty Patron's Love, 
The Fire-works which his Angels made above.“ 
+ 1 ſaw my ſelf the lambent eaſie Light © 
Gild the brown Horror, and diſpel the Night; 


'* The Renunciation of the Benedifines to the Abby: Land, 
1 Porta tur. . | 
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The Meſſenger with ſpeed the Tidings bore; ö 
News which three lab'ring Nations did reſtore, 8 
But Heaven's own Nuntius was arriv'd before. 
] By this, the Hind had reach'd her lonely Cell; 
And Vapours roſe, and Dews unwholeſome fell. 
| When ſhe, by frequent Obſervation Wile, | 
| As one who long on Heaven had fix'd her Eyes, 5 
: Diſcern'd a change of Weather in the Skies. 
) The Weftern Borders were with Crimſon ſpread,, 
The Moon deſcending look'd all flaming red; 
She thought good Manners bound her to invite 
The Stranger Dame to be her Gueſt: that Night, 
'Tis true, coarſe Diet, and a ſhort Repaſt, 
(She ſaid) were weak Inducements to the taſte 7 
bOf one ſo nicely bred, and ſo unus'd to faſt. 
But what plain fare her Cottage cou'd afford, 


— 


A hearty welcome at a homely board, 
Was freely hers; and to ſupply the reſt, 


WW An honeſt Meaning, and an open Breaſt, S 1 
last, with Content of Mind, the poor Man's Wealth; 
A grace-cup to their common Patron's Health * 


WT 00 Lady-like a long fatigue to bear, 

And rough Inclemencies of raw nocturnal Air. 
ut moſt ſhe fear'd that travelling ſo late, 
Wome evil-minded Beaſts might lye in wait: 
And without witneſs wreak their hidden hate. 

= The Panther, though ſhe: lent a liſt'ning Ear, 
ad more of Lion in her than to fear: 

Net wiſely weighing, ſince ſhe had to deal 
Vith many Foes,. their numbers might prevail, 
WK cturn'd* her all the thanks ſhe cou'd afford; *_ 
ad took her friendly Hoſteſs at her word, ' 
ho e uy her lowly Roof, (a Shed 0 


Heer tender Conſtitution did declare, 8 


| nd 


ich hoary Moſs, and winding Ivy ſpread, 
Noneſt enough to hide an humble Hermit's head) 
L 5 Thus 
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Thus graciouſly beſpoke her welcome Gueſts -. ; 


So might theſe: Walls, with your faix Pretence bleſt, 
Become your dwelling-place of everlaſting reſt; 
Not for a Night, or quick revolving Year, 
Wellcome an owner, not a ſojourner. 

This peaceful Seat my Poverty ſecures, 
War ſeldom enters but where Wealth allures; 

Nor yet deſpiſe it, for this poor aboad 

Has oft receiv'd, and yet receives a God; 

A God Victorious of a Stygian race | 
Here laid his ſacred Limbs, and ſanctified the place. 
This mean retreat did mighty Pan contain; b 


Be emulous of him, and pomp diſdain, 

And dare not to debaſe your Soul to Gain. 
The ſilent Stranger ſtood amaz'd to ſee 

Contempt of Wealth, and wilful Poverty: 

And, though ill Habits are not ſoon control'd, 

A-while ſuſpended her deſire of Gold. 

But civilly drew in her ſharpen'd Paws, - 


ere 


Not violating hoſpitable Laws, „ 
And pacify'd her Tail, and lick'd her frothy Jaws, 

The Hind did firſt her Country Cates provide; 
Then couch'd her ſelf ſecurely by her fide. 
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k 4 UCH Malice mingled with a little Wit 
VI Perhaps may cenſure this myſterious Writ : ; 
Becauſe the Muſe has peopl'd Caledon al 3 
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With Panthers, Bears and Wolves, and Beaſts un- 
As if we were not ſtock'd with Monſters of our own, 
Let Zſop anſwer, who has ſet to view, 
Such kinds as Greece and Phrygia neyer knew ; 

And Mcther Hubbard in her homely dreſs 

Has ſharply blam'd a Britiſh ppcer 4 5 | 
That Queen, whole Feaft the factious Rabble keep, 
ꝙ6— EG 2nd FAW:; 
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Led by thoſe great Examples, may not I | 
The wanted Organs of their Words ſupply 2 
If Men tranſact like Brutes, tis equal then 
For Brutes to claim the privilege of Men. 
Others our Hind of folly will indite, 
To entertain a dang'rous Gueſt by Night, 
Let thoſe remember that ſhe cannot die wh 
Till rolling Time is loſt in round Eternity; 
Nor need [he fear the Panther, though untam'd, 
Becauſe the Lion's peace was now proclaim'd; 
The wary Salvage wou'd not give offence, _ 
To forfeit the Protection of her Prince; | 
But watch'd the time her Vengeance to compleat, 
When all her furry Sons in frequent Senate met. 
Mean-while fhe quench'd her fury at the Flood, | 
And with a Lenten fallad cool'd her Blood. [ ſcant, 
Their Commons, though but coarſe,. were nothing 
Nor did their Minds an equal Banquet want. 12 
For now the Hind, whoſe noble Nature ſtrove 
= T' expreſs her plain ſimplicity of Love, 
Did all the honours of her Houſt fo well, 
No ſharp Debates diſturb'd the friendly Meal. 
WT She turn'd the talk, avoiding that extrem, 
To common Dangers paſt, a fadly-pleaſing Theam ;- 
W kemembring ev'ry Storm which toſs'd the State, © 
W When both were Objects of the publick hate, ¶ fate. & 
And dropt a Tear betwixt, for her own Childrens“ 
= Nor fail'd ſhe then a full review to make 
Of what the Panther ſuffer'd for her ſake, \ . 
Her loſt Eſteem, her Truth, her Loyal Care, 
Her Faith unſhaken to an exil'd Heir, ' 
ner Strength t'endure, her Courage to defie;, 
ner choice of honourable Infamy. | 
on theſe prolixly thankful, ſhe enlarg'd,. 


1 


Then with acknowledgments her ſelf ſhe charg'd: 
For Friendſhip, of it ſelf an holy tye, " 

s made more facred by adverſity. | 
Now ſhould they part, malicious Tongues wou'd ſay, 
They met like chance Companions on the . . 5 
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Whom mutual Fear of Robbers had poſſeſs'd; 
While danger laſted, kindneſs was profeſs'd; 
But that once o'er, the ſhort-liv'd Union ends: 
The Road divides, and there divide the Friends. 
The Panther nodded when her Speech was done, 
And thank'd her coldly in a hollow Tone. 
But ſaid, her Gratitude had gone too far 
For common Offices of Chriſtian Care. 
If to the lawful Heir ſhe had been true, 
She paid but Ceſar what was Cæſar's due. 
I might, ſhe added, with like praiſe deſcribe 
Your ſuff*ring Sons, and ſo return your Bribe ; 
But Incenſe from my Hands is poorly priz'd, 
For Gifts are ſcorn'd where Givers are deſpis'd. 
I ſery'd a Turn, and then was caſt my | 
You, like the gawdy Fly, your Wings diſplay, {( 
And ſip the Sweets, and bask in your Great Pa- ( 
tron's Day. ths | TY; | 
This heard, the Matron was not flow to find 
What ſort of Malady had ſeiz'd her Mind; 
Diſdain, with gnawing Envy, fell Deſpight, 
And -canker'd Malice ſtood in open ſighht. 
Ambition, Int'reſt, Pride without controul, 
And Jealouſie, the Jaundice of the Soul; 
Revenge, the bloody Miniſter of Ill, 
With all the lean Tormenters of the Will. 
Twas eaſie now to gueſs from whence aroſe 
Her new. made Union with her ancient Foes, 
Her forc'd Civilities, her faint Embrace, 
Affected Kindneſs with an alter d Face: 
Yer durſt ſhe not too deeply probe the Wound, 
As hoping ſtill the nobler Parts were ſound; 
But ſtrove with Anodynes t' aſſwage the Smart, 
And mildly thus her Med' cine did impart. 
Complaints of Lovers help to eaſe their Pain, 
It ſhows a Reſt of Kindnefs to complain; 
A Friendſhip loath to quit its former Hold, 
And conſcious Merit may be juſtly bold... 
But much more juſt your J 1 would ſhow, 4 
If others Good were Injury to you: " 
Witenb 
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Witneſs ye Heavens how I rejoice. to ſee 

da Worth, and riſing Loyalty. 5 4 

Your Warrior Offspring that upheld. the Crown, 

The ſcarlet Honour: of your peaceful Gown, - 

Are the moſt pleaſing Objects I can find, 

Charms to my Sight, and Cordials to my Mind: 

When Virtue ſpooms before a proſperous Gale, 

My heaving Wiſhes help to fill the Sail; 

And if my Pray'rs for all the Brave were heard, 

Ceſar how ſtill have ſuch, and ſuch ſhould fill re- 

ward. | | | 

The labour'd Earth your Pains have ſow'dand till'd: 

'Tis juſt you reap. the Product of the Field; 

Your's be the Harveſt, tis the Beggars gain 

To glean the Fallings of the loaded Wain, 

Such ſcatter'd Ears as are not worth your Care, 8 


Your Charity for Alms may ſafely ſpare, 

And Alms are but the Vehicles of Pray'r. 

My daily Bread is litt rally implor d, 

1 have no Barns nor Granaries to hoard; 

If Cæſar to his own his Hand extends 2 
Say which of yours his Charity offends :.. Friends. 
You know be largely gives, to more than are his 
Are you defrauded when. he: feeds the Poor > 

Our Mite decreaſes nothing of your Store; 

I am but few, and by your Fare you ſee 

My crying Sins are not of Luxury. | 
Some juſter Motive ſure your Mind withdraws, _ . 8 


And makes you break our Friendſhip's Holy Laws, 

For barefac'd Envy is too baſe a Cauſe, .. 
Show more. Occaſion for your Diſcontent. 

Your Love, the Wolf, wou'd help you to invent; 

Some German fag” or, as Times go now, 

Some French, where Force is uppermoſt, will do. 

When at the Fountain's Head, as Merit ought 

To claim the Place, you take a ſwilling Draught, 

How eaſie 'tis an envious Eye to throw, 

And tax the Sheep for troubling Streams below;. 

Or call her, (when no farther Cauſe you find) 

An Enemy profeſs'd of all your Kiad, 8 
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But then, perhaps, the wicked World wou'd think, 
The Wolf deſign'd to eat, as well as drink, © 
This laſt Al uſion gaul'd the Panther more, 

_ Becauſe- indeed it rubb'd upon the Sor. 
Yet ſeem'd ſhe not to winch, tho” ſhrew'dly pain'd: 
But thus her paſſive Character maintain de. 

I never grudg'd, whate er my Foes report, 
Your flaunting Fortune in the Lion's Court, 

_ * You have your Day, or you are much bely'd, 
But I am always on the ſuffering Side: * 

Lou know my Doctrine, and 1 need not fay 
I will not, but 1 cannot diſobe.. 

On this firm Principle I ever food; akin Wy 
He of my Sons who fails to make it good, 5 
By one rebellious Act renounces to my Blood. 
Ah, ſaid the Hind, how many Sons have you 
Who call you Mother, whom you never knew! 

But moſt of them who that Relation plead © 
Are ſuch ungracious Youths as wiſh you dead. 
They gape at rich Revenues which you hold, 

And fain would nibble at your Grandame Gold; 

Enquire into your Years, and laugh to fing 

Your crazy Temper ſhews you' much declin'd. 
ere you not dim, and doted, you might ſee 
Pack of Cheats that claim a Pedigree, . : 

No more of Kin to you, than you to me. 

Do you not know, 75 for a little Coin, 

Heralds can foiſt a Name into the Line; 

They ask you Bleſſing but for what you have, 

But once poffeſs'd of what with Care you ſave, c 

The wanton Boys wou'd piſs upon your Grave. 
Your Sons of Latitude that court your Grace, 

Tho” moft reſembling you in Form and Face, | 

Are far the worſt of your pretended Race, 

And; but I bluſh your Honeſty to blot, 

Pray God you prove.*em Jawfully begot : 

For, in ſome Popiſh Libels I have read, 

The Wolf has been too buſie in your Bed. 

At leaſt her hinder Parts, the Belly-piece, 

The Paunch, and all that Scorpio claims, are his, wk 
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Their Malice too a ſore Suſpicion brings; OM | 
For tho',they dare not bark, they ſnarl at Kings : 
Nor blame em for intruding in your Line, RA 
Fat Biſhopricks are ſtill of Right Divine. t 124 
Think you your new French Proſelytes are come 
To ftarye abroad, becauſe they ftary'd at home: | = 
Your Benefices twinkl'd from afar, | Ver | | 
They found the new Meſſiah by the Star: | 
Thoſe Swiſſes fight on any Side for Pay, uy |; 
And 'tis the Living that conforms, not they. | i 
Mark with what Management their Tribes divide, „ 
Some ſtick to you, and ſome to t'other Side, 5 N | 
That many Churches may for many Mouths provide. | 
More vacant Pulpits wou'd more Conyerts make, 
All wou'd have Latitude enough to take; ; 
The reſt unbenefic'd, your Sects maintain 3 | 
For Ordinatipns without Cures are yain, 8 
And Chamber Practice is a ſilent Gain. 
Your Sons of Breadth at Home, are much like theſes 
Their ſoft and yielding Metals run with eaſe; - 
= They melt, and take the Figure of the Mould : 
W But Lk and preſerve it beſt in Gold. 
Your Delphick Sword, the Panther then reply'd, - 
Is double-edg'd, and cuts on either Side. . 
Some Sons of mine, who bear upon their Shield 
Three Steeples Argent in a Sable Field, 
Have ſharply tax'd your Converts, who unfed 
Have follow'd you for Miracles of Bread; 
Such who themſelves of ao Religion are, 
Allur'd with Gain, for any will declare. 
Bare Lies with bold Aſſertions they can face, 
But dint of Argument is out of Place. 
The grim Logician puts em in a Fright z 
'Tis eaſier far to flouriſh than to fight. ant 
Thus our eighth Henry's Marriage they defame; 
They ſay the Schiſm of Beds began the Game, 5 
Divorcing from the Church to wed the Dame. 
Tho” largely proy'd, and by himſelf profeſs'd, > 
That Conſcience, Conſcience wou d not let him reft'; 
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1 mean, not ttill poſſeſs'd of her he loy'd, 

And old, uncharming Catharine was remoy'd, 

For ſundry Years before he did complain, 

And told his Ghoſtly Confeſſor his Pain. : 

With the ſame Er without a Ground, 

They ſay, that look. the Reformation round, : 
No Treatiſe of Humility is found, , i 

But if none were, the Goſpel does not want, 
Our Syw10ur preach'd it, and I hope you grant, : 
The Sermon in the Mount was Proteant. | 

No doubt, - reply'd the Hind, as ſure as all 2 


The Writings of Saint Peter and Saint Paal. 

On that Deciſion let it ſtand or fall. 

Now for my Converts, who you ſay unfed 

Have follow'd me for Miracles of Bread, 

Judge not by hear-ſay, but obſerve at leaſt, 

If 3 their Change, their Loaves have been increaſt, 

The Lion buys no Conyerts, if he did, | 

Beaſts wou'd be fold as faſt as he cou'd bid. 

Tax thoſe of Int'reft who conform for Gain, 

Or ſtay the Market of another Reign; 

Your broad-way Sons wou'd never be too nice 

To cloſe with Calvin, if he paid their Price; | 

But rais'd three Steeples high'r, wou'd change their Note, 

And quit the Caſſock for the Canting-Coat, 

Now, if you damn this Cenſure, as too bold, 

Judge by your ſelves, and think not others ſold. 
Mean-time my Sons accus'd, by Fame's Report, 

Pay ſmall Attendance at the Lion's Court, 

Nor riſe with vary Crowds, nor flatter late, 

(For ſilently they beg who daily wait.) 7 

Preferment is beſtow'd that comes unſought, 

Attendance is a Bribe,. and then 'tis "Yi. 

How they ſhou'd ſpeed, their Fortune is untry'd, 

For not to ask, is not to be deny d. % 

For what they have, their God and King they bleſs, 

And hope they ſhou'd not. murmur, had they leſs, 

But, if reduc'd Subſiſtance to implore, | 

In common Prudence they wou'd paſs your Door; 
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Unpity'd Hudibraſs, your Champion Friend. 
Has ſhown How far your Charities extend,” 
This laſting Verſe ſhall on his Tomb be read, 

He ſham'd. you living, and upbraids you dead. . 
With odious Atheiſt Names you load your Foes, 5 
Your lib'ral Clergy why did I expoſe 8 
It never fails in Charities like thoſe. | 
In Climes where true Religion is profeſs'd, 
That Imputation were no laughing Jeſt. 
But Imtrimatur, with a Chaplain's Name, 
Is here ſufficient Licenſe to defame, 1 
What Wonder is't that black Detraction thrives; ' 3 
= The Homicide of Names is 'lefs than Lives; : - 
And yet the perjur'd Murtherer furyives.” 
This ſaid, the paus'd a little, and ſuppreſs dd 
The bong Indignation of her Breaſt; 2 
She knew the Virtue of her Blade, nor wou'd 
Pollute her Satyr with ignoble Blood. 
Her anus Foe ſhe ſaw before her Eye, | 
nd back ſhe drew the ſhining Weapon dry. _, 
Jo when the gen'rous Lien has in Sight + BEG 
His equal Match, he rouſes for the Fight; | 
e, But when his Foe lyes proſtrate on che Plain, | 
le ſheaths his Paws, uncurls his angry Mane; 
And, pleas'd with bloodleſs Honours of the Day, 
Walks over, and diſdains th* inglorious Prey. 
o James, if great with leſs we may compare, 
Arreſts his rowling Thunder-bolts in Air; 
nd grants ungrateful Friends a lengthen'd Space, 
r' implore the Remnants of Tong-ſuff ring Grace, 
This breathing- time the Matron took; and then 
Reſum'd the Thread of her Diſcourſe again. 
ee Vengeance wholly left to Pow'rs Divine, 4 
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ad let Heaven judge betwixt your Sons and mine: 
f Joys hereafter muſt be purchas'd here 
Nich Loſs of all that Mortals hold ſo dear, 
hen welcome Infamy and publick Shame, 
nd, laſt, a long Farewell to worldly Fame. | 
is faid with eaſe, but oh, how hardly try'd 7. - 
e haughty Souls, to human Honour ty'd! 7 
map Conyulliye Pangs of agonizing Pride! 


— 
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* * 
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That Fame, that darling Fame, make f 
Tis nothing thou haf gv'n, theh add thy Tear s 


And ftarts aſide, and flounders at the Croſs, 


But woe to him on whom. the Weights deſcend: 


But his own thund'ring Peals proclaim 


oo 


Down then thou Rebel, never more to riſe, 

And what thou didſt, and do'ſt ſo dearly prize, 
thar thy $a. 

crifice. ** We 


For a long Race of unrepenting. Years:. 

'Tis nothing yet; yet all thou haſt. to F 

Then add thoſe may-be Years thou haſt to live, 

Yet nothing ſtill: then poor, and naked come, 

Thy Father will receive his Unthrift home, (om 

And thy bleſt Saviour's Blood diſcharge the mighty) 
Thus {ſhe purſu d) I diſcipline a Sn. 

Whoſe uncheck'd Fury to Revenge wou'd run: 

He champs the Bit, impatient of his Loſs, 


* 3 en 
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Inſtruct him better, gracious God, to know, 

As thine is Vengeance, ſo Forgiveneſs too. 

That ſuff ring from ill Tongues, he bears no more 

Than what his Soy'reign bears, and what his Saviour 
It now remains for you to School your Child, [bore, 

And ask why God's Anointed he revil'd;, . 

A King and Princeſs dead! did Shime: worſe? \ 

The Curſer's Puniſhment ſhould fright. the Curſe: 

Your Son was warn'd, and wiſely gave it o'er, 

But he. who counſell'd him, has paid the Score: 

The heavy Malice. cou'd no higher tend, 


So to permitted Ills the Dæmon flies 
His Rage is aim'd at him who rules the Skies; 
Conſtrain'd to quit his. Cauſe, no Succour found, 
The Foe diſcharges. ey'ry Tyre around, 


In Clouds of Smoke abandoning the Fight, .. "HR | | 
"NILS 1 t. ; 


In. Henry's Change his Charge as ill ſucceeds, 
To that long Story little Anſwer needs, 
Confront but Henry's Words with Henry's Deeds. 
Were Space allow'd; with eaſe it might be prov'd 
What Springs his bleſſed Reformation mov'd. 
The dire Effects appear'd in open Sight, 
Which from the Cauſe, he calls a diſtant Flight, = 
And yet no larger Leap than from the Sun to Light. 9 


/ 
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Now laſt your Sons a double P«an ſound, 
A Treatiſe of Humility. is found. | wy 
'Tis found, but better it had ne'er been ſought, 
Than thus in Proteſtant Proceſſion brought. ) 
The fam'd Original through Spain is known A» 
rodriguez work, my celebrated Son, or 
Which yours, by ill-tranſlating, made his own; 
WConceal'd its Author, and uſurp'd the Name, 
WThe baſeſt and ignobleſt Theft of Fame. 
iy Altars kindl'd firft that living Goal, | 
WR eſtore, or practiſe better what you ſtole: ,, 
WET hat Virtue cou'd this humble Verſe inſpire, 
WT Tis all the Reſtitution I require. ie op 
= Glad was the Panther that the Charge was clos' d, 
aud none of all her fay'rite Sons expos d. 
or Laws of Arms permit each injur'd Man. 
o make himſelf a Sayer where he can. 
WP crhaps the plunder'd Merchant cannot e 
be Names of Pyrates in whoſe Hands he fell; 


10 


\ 


— WBut at the Den of Thieves be juſtly flies 

ad ev'ry Algerine is Jawtul Prize. ' 1 
o private Perſon in the Foe's Eſtate 

an plead Exemption from the publick Fate. » 

et Chriſtian Laws allow. not ſuch. Redreſs; iT 

hen let the Greater ſu erſede the ern 

Wut let th' Abetters of the Panther's Crime + | * 

| earn to make fairer Wars another tie. 

Wome Characters may ſure be found to write * 

| mong her Sons; for 'tis no common Sight, . 

ſpotted Dam, and all her Offspring white. J. 


The Salvage, though ſhe: ſaw her Plea controll'd, 
et wou'd not wholly ſeem to quit her Hold, [ 
e offer'd fairly to — N 
ad judge Converſion by the Conyert's Life. 

is true, ſhe ſaid, I think it ſomewhat ſtrange. 
few ſnou'd follow profitable Change: 

gr preſent Joys are more to Fleſh and Blood, 
an a dull Proſpect of a diſtant good. | 
vas well alluded by a Son of mine 
hope to quote film is not to purloin;) 

i.)  - | Two 
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Two Magnets, Heav'n and Earth, allure to Bliſs ; 
The larger Loadſtone that, the nearer this: 
The weak Attraction of the greater fails, 
We nodd a-while, but neighbourhood preyails : 
But when the greater proves the nearer too, 
I'wonder more your Converts come ſo flow, 
Methinks in thoſe who firm with me remain, 
It ſhows a 'nobler Principle than Gain. 

Your Inf 'rence wou'd be ſtrong (the Hind reply'd) 
If yours were in Effect the ſuff ring Side: 
Your Clergy's Sons their own in Peace 2 
Nor are their Proſpects in Reverſion leſs. b 
My Proſelytes are Track with, awful dread, 
Your bloody Comet:Laws hang blazing o'er their Head, 
The Reſpite they enjoy but only lent, 
The beſt they have to hope, protracted Puniſhment, 
Be judge your ſelf, if Ineref may prevail, | 
Which Motives, yours or mine, will turn the Scale, 
While Pride and Pomp allure, and plenteous Eaſe, ; 


That is, till Man's predominant Paſſions ceaſe, 
Admire no longer at my ſlow enereaſe. 
| = Education moſt have been miſ-led, 
So they believe, becauſe they fo were bred. 
The Prieft continues what the Nurſe began, 
And thus the Child impoſes on the Man. 
The reſt 1 nam'd before, nor need repeat: 
But Int'reſt is the moſt preyailing Cheat, 
The ay Seducer both of Age and Youth; 
They ſtudy that, and think they ſtudy Truth: 
When Int'reft fortifies an Argument, 
Weak Reaſon ſerves to gain the Will's Aſſent; 
For Souls, already warp'd, receive an eaſie Bent. 
Add long Preſcription of eſtabliſn'd Laws, 
And Picque of Honour to maintain a Cauſe, 
And ſhame of Change, and fear of future 111, 
And Zeal, the blind Conductor of the Will; 
And chief among the ſtill- miſtaking Crowd, 5 


4 


The Fame of Teachers obſtinate and proud, 
And more than all, the private ] udge allow'd, 


' 
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Diſdain of Fathers, which the Dance began, 
And laſt,, uncertain who's the narrower Span, 
The Clown unread, and half-read Gentleman, 


To this the Panther, with a ſcornful Smile: -* 


Yet till you travel with unwearied Toil, 

And range around the Realm without control, 

Among my Sons, for Proſelytes to prole, 

And here and there 2 ſnap ſome ſilly Soul. 

You hinted Fears of future Change in State, 

Pray Heaven you did not Propheſie your Fate; 

perhaps you think your time of Triumph near, 

But may miſtake the Seaſon of the Year; 

The Swallow's Fortune gives you cauſe to fear. 
For Charity (reply'd the Matron) tell! 

What ſad Miſchance thoſe pretty Birds befel. 


But want af Wit in their unerring Guide, 


3 


Nay, no Miſchance, (the Salvage Dame ld 


And eager Haſte, and gaudy Hopes, and giddy Pride. 


Yet, wiſhing timely 9 may prevail, 
Make you the Moral, and I'll tell the Tale. 

The Swallow, privileg'd above the reſt 
Of all the Birds, as Man's familiar Gueſt, 
Purſues the Sun in Summer brisk and bold, 
But wiſely ſhuns the perſecuting Cold: 
Is well to Chancels and to Chimnies known, 
Though 'tis not thought ſhe feeds on Smoke alone. 
From hence ſhe has been held of Heay'nly Line, 
Endu'd with Particles of Soul Divine. X 
This merry Choriſter had long poſſeſs'd | 
Her Summer Seat, and feather'd well her Neſt : 
'Till frowning Skies began to change their Chear, 
And Time turn'd up the wrong Side of the Year; 
The ſhedding Trees began the Ground to ſtrow 
With yellow Leaves, and bitter Blaſts to blow. 
Sad Auguries of Winter thence ſhe drew, 
Which 57 Iaſtinct, or Prophecy, ſhe knew: 
When Prudence warn'd her to remove betimes, 
And ſeek a better Heaven, and warmer Climes. 

Her Sons were ſummon'd on a Steeple's height, 
And call'd in common Council, yote a Flight; 
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The Day was nam'd, the next that ſhou'd be fair, 2 Fc 
All to the mn Rendezyous repair, 
e 


Hi 
Fhey try their flutt'ring Wings, and truſt ante W 
in Air, F 8 T. 
But whether upward to the Moon they nn Tl 
Or dream the Winter ont in Caves below, © 0 A 
Or hawk at flies elſewhere, concerns us not to know. In 
-- Southwards, you may be ſure, they bent their Flight, A 
And harbour'd in a hollow Rock at Night: | An 
Next Morn they roſe, and ſet up ev'ry Sail, At 
The Wind was fair, but blew a Matkrel Gale: Ar 
The ſickly Young fat ſhiv*ring on the Shore, 
Abhor'd Salt-water, never ſeen before, Ma 
And pray'd their tender Mothers to'delay | Th 
The Paſſage, and expect a fairer Day, BF An 
| With theſe the — readily concurr'd, W. 
A Church-begot, and Church-belieying Bird; , 
Of little Body, but'of lofty Mind, Th 
Round belly'd, for a Dignity deſign'd, : W. 
And much àa Dunce, as Martyns are by Kind. No 
Yet often quoted Canon-Laws, and Code, | Thi 
And Fathers which he never underſtood, 5 Ga 
But little Learning needs in noble Blood, — 
For, ſooth to ſay, the Swallow brought him in, No 
Her Houſhold Chaplain, and her next of Kin. Sho 
In Superſtition ſilly to Exceſs Ty 
And caſting Schemes, by Planetary. Gueſs - But, 
In fine, ſhort-wing'd, unfit himſelf to fly, Of 
His Fear foretold foul Weather in the Sky. Per 
Beſides, a Raven from a wither'd Oak, | Mig 
Left of their Lodging, was obſery'd to croak. 15 
That Omen lik'd him not, ſo his Advice a A 
Was preſent Safety, bought at any Price: : os 
(A res. pious Care, that coyer'd Cowardiſe.) Mot 
To ſtrengthen this, he told a boding Dream, K 8 | 
Of riſing Waters, and a troubled Stream, No 
Sure Signs of Anguiſh, Dangers and Diſtreſs, One 


With ſomething more, not lawful to expreſs : 
By which he flyly ſeem'd to intimate 5 Aud 


For 


Some ſecret Revelation of their Fate, 


F 
4 
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For he concluded, once upon a time, 3, ar 

He found a Leaf itifcrib'd with ſacred Rhyme, 

Whoſe antick Characters did well denote n 1 

The Sibyl's Hand of the Camæan Grot:: 0 Wl | 

The mad Divinereſs had plainly. writ, | 1 

A time ſnould chme (but many Ages yet) 

In which, ſiniſter Deſtinies ordain, : | 


A Dame ſhou'd drown with all her feather'd Train, 
And Seas from thence be call'd the Chelidonian Main. 
At this, ſome ſhook for fear, the more devout. ] 
Aroſe, and bleſs'd themſelyes from Head to Foot. 
'Tis true, ſome Stagers of the wiſer Sort” 
Made all theſe idle Wonderments their Sport: 
They ſaid, their only Danger was Delay, 2 
And he who heard What 'ey*ry Fool cou'd far, 
Wou'd neyer fix his Thoug ©, but, trim his Time f 


— 


away. 
The Paſſage yet was ood, the Wind, tis true, 8 
Was ſomewhat high, but that was nothing new, 
No more than uſual Equinoxes blew. bil 
The Sun (already from the Scales declin'd) 15 
Gave little Hopès of better Days behind, Wind. & 
But change from bad to worſe of Weather and of 5 
Nor need they fear the Dampneſs of the Sk 
Should flag their Wings, and hinder them to fly, 9 
Twas only Water thrown on Sails too dry. 
But, leaſt of all Phlloſpy preſumes | 
Of Truth in Dreams, from melancholy Fumes : 
Perhaps the Martyn, hous'd in holy Ground, 
Might think of Ghoſts that walk their midnight round, 
Till groffer Atoms tumbling” in the Stream 
Of Fancy, madly met and clubb'd into a Dream. 
As little Weight his vain Preſages bear, 
Of ill Effect to ſuch alone who fear. 
Moſt 99 A5 are of a Piece with theſe, 


Each Noſfradamus can foretel with eaſe: 

Not naming Perſons and confounding Times, 

One caſual Truth ſupports a thouſand lying Rhymes. 
Th' Advice was true, but Fear had ſeiz'd the moſt, 

And all good Counſel is on Cowards loſt. 


The 
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The Queſtion crudely put, to ſhun Delay, ._ 
*T was carry'd; by the 45 Part to ſt ay. 1 | 2 
1 


He order'd all things With 2 buſie Care, ? 


But now and then let fall a Word or two | 


© @# -- 


lind Prophecies mY have a lucky Hit) 


As God had been abroad, and walking there, 
Had left his Foot. ſteps, and reform'd the Year : 
The Sunny Hills from far were ſeen to glow 3 
With glitt'rin Beams, and in the Meads below (for, ; 
The burniſh'd Brooks appear'd with liquid Gold to} 
At laſt they heard the fooliſh Cuckow ſing, _ 
W hoſe Note proclaim'd the Holy-day of Spring, 

No longer doubting, all prepare to fly, 
And repoſſeſs their Patrimonial Sky, 


* Otherwiſe call d Martlets, 


\ 
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The Prieft before; em did his Wings diſplay ; 
And, that good Omens might attend their way, 5 
As luck wou'd have it, twas St Martyn's Day. 
Who but the Swallow now triumphs alone, 
The Canopy of Heaven is all her own, 
Her youthful Offspring to their Haunts repair; 
And glide along in Glades, and skim in Air, 
And dip for Inſects in the 1 Springs, 
| And ſtoop on Rivers to refreſh their Wings. 
Their Mothers think a fair Proviſion made, 
That ev'ry Son can live upon his Trade. 
And now the careful Charge is off their Hands, 
Look out for Husbands, and new Nuptial Bands : 
The youthful , Widow longs to be ſupply'd; 
ut galt the Lover is by Lawyers ty d t 
To ſettle Jointure-Chimnies on the Bride, . 
So thick they couple, in ſo ſhort a Space, 
That Martyn's Marriage Offsprings riſe apace ; 
WT heir ancient Houſes running to decay, 
Are furbiſh'd up, and cemented with Clay; 
WT hey, teem already; ſtore of Eggs are laid, 
WA nd brooding Mothers call Lacina's Aid, 
me ſpreads the News, and foreign Fowls appear , 
Wn Flocks to greet the new returning Year, - > 
o bleſs the Founder, and partake the Cheer, 
And now 'twas time (ſo faſt their Numbers riſe) 
o plant abroad, and People Colonies; 
be Youth drawn forth, as Martyn had deſir'd, 
For ſo their cruel Deſtiny requir'd) 
ere ſent far off on an ill-fated Day; 
he reſt wou'd needs conduct em on their way, 7 
nd Martyn went, becauſe he fear'd alone to ſtay, 
So long they flew with inconſiderate Haſte 
hat now their Afternoon began to waſte; 
nad, what was ominous, that very Morn 
Je Sun was enter'd into Capicorn; 
hich, by their bad Aſtronomers Account, 
nat Week the Virgin Balance ſhou'd remount 
Infant Moon eclips'd him in his way, 
d hid the ſmall Remainders of his Day, 
Vol, IV, M 
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Ihe Croud amaz'd, purſu'd no certain Mark; 

But Birds met Birds, and juſtled in the Dark; 

Few mind the Publick in a Panick Fright; 

And Fear increas'd the Horror of the Night. 

Night came, but unattended with Repoſe, 

Alone ſhe came, no Sleep their Eyes to cloſe, 

Alone, and black ſhe came, no friendly Stars aroſe, 

W hat ſhou'd they do, beſet with Dangers round, 

No neighb'ring Dorp, no Lodging to be found, 

But bleaky Plains, and bare unhoſpitable Ground, 

The latter Breod, who juſt began to fly, u 

Sick- feather'd, and unpractis'd in the Sky, O 

For Succour to their ng ant Mother call, = 

She ſpread her Wings; ſome few beneath 'em crawl) 

She Coded 'em Wider yet, but cou'd not cover all, 
T' augment their Woes, the Winds began to moye rh 
Debate in Air, for empty Fields aboye, WH 
Till Boreas got the Skies, and pour'd amain Mi 
His ratling Hail-ſtones mix'd with Snow and Rain, No. 

The joyleſs Morning late aroſe, and found | 4 
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A dreadful Deſolation reign a- round, 
Some bury'd in the Snow, ſome frozen to the Ground. 
The reſt were ſtruggling ſtill with Death, and lay 
The Crows and Ravens Rights, an undefended Prey; 
Excepting Martyn's Race, for they and he | 
Had gain'd the Shelter of a hollow Tree, 
But ſoon diſcover'd by a ſturdy Clown, = T 
He headed all the Rabble of a Town, | 5 
And finiſh'd 'em with Bats, or poll'd 'em down. | 
Martyn himſelf was caught alive, and try'd our 
For treas'nous Crimes, becauſe the Laws provide ha 
No Martyn there in Winter ſhall abide. W he 
High on an Oak which neyer Leaf ſhall bear, Wclir 
He breath'd his laſt, expos'd to open Air, | 
And there his Corps, unbleſs'd, is hanging ſtill, L 
To ſhow the Change of Winds with his prophetick Bi J dr ſ. 
The Patience of the Hind did almoſt fail = yo! 
For well ſhe mark'd the Malice of the Tale: a of 
Which ribbald Art their Church to Luther owes, Make 
In Malice it began, by Malice grows, ce 
He ſow'd the Serpent's Teeth, an Iron-haryeſt roſe. id le 
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zut moſt in Martyn's Character and Fate, 

she ſaw her ſlander'd Sons, the Panther's Hate, 
The People's Rage, the perſecuting State: 

Then ſaid, I take th* Advice in friendly Part, | 
You clear your Conſcience, or at leaft your Heart : 
Perhaps you fail'd in your 1 Skill, 

For Swallows are unlucky Birds to kill: 

As for my Sons, the Family is bleſs'd, 

Whoſe every Child is equal to the reſt: | 
No Church reform'd can boaſt a blameleſs Line; 
uch Martyns build in yours, and more than mine: 
Or elſe an old Fanatick Author lyes, | 
Who ſumm'd their Scandals up by Centuries. 
hut, through your Parable I plainly ſee 

WT he bloody Laws, the Croud's Barbarity: 

WT he Sun-ſhine that offends the purblind Sight: 
Had ſome their Wiſhes, it wou'd ſoon be Night. 
liſtake me not, the Charge concerns not you, 
our Sons are Malecontents, but yet are true, 

| as far as Non-reſiftance makes em ſo, 


, _ſ_- _wWF 


aut that's a Word of neutral Senſe you know, 
paſſive Term which no Relief will bring, 
Nut trims berwixt a Rebel and a King. 

W Reſt well aſſur'd, the Pardelis reply'd, 5 
7 Sons wou'd all ſupport the Regal Side, ſtry'd. 

o' Heaven forbid the Cauſe by Battel ſhou'd be) 
The Matron anſwer'd with a loud Amen, 

nd thus. purſu'd her Argument again. | | 
fas you ſay, and as I hope no leſs, 8 


- 


our Sons will practiſe what your ſelves profeſs, 
hat angry Pow'r prevents our preſent Peace? 
he Lion, ſtudious of our common Good, 
Peſires (and Kings Deſires are ill withſt ood,) 
join our Nations in a laſting Love; | 
i he Barrs betwixt are eaſie to remove, | 
rr ſanguinary Laws were neyer made above. 
7 you condemn that Prince of Tyranny 
hoſe Mandate forc'd your Gallick Friends to fly, 
ke not a worſe Example of your own. 
. ceaſe to rail at cauſeleſs Rigour ſhown, - 8 
e. id let the guiltleſs Perſon throw the Stone, 
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His blunted: Sword, your ſuff ring Brotherhood 
Have ſeldom felt, he ſtops it ſhort of Blood: 
But you have ground the perſecuting Knife, 
And ſet it to a Razor Edge on Life. 
Curs'd be the Wit which Cruelty refines, 
Or to his Father's Rod the Scorpions joins ; 
Your Finger is more groſs than the great Monarchs 
Loins. 
But you perhaps remove that bloody Note, 
And ſtick it on the firſt Reformers Coat. 
Oh let their Crime in long Oblivion ſleep, 
"Twas theirs indeed to make, tis yours to keep, 
Unjuſt, or juſt, is all the Queſtion now, 
'Tis pla n, that not Repealing you Allow, 
To name the Teſt wou'd put you in a Rage, 
-You charge not that on any former Age, 
But ſmile: to think how innocent you ſtand 
Arm'd by a Weapon put into your Hand. 
vet ſtill remember that you wield a Sword 
age Ls by your Foes againſt your Sovereign Lord, 
Deſign'd to hew th' Imperial Cedar down, 
Defraud Succeſſion, and 'di{-heir the Crown. 
T' abhor the Makers, and their Laws. approve, 
Is to hate Traytors, and the Treaſon love. 
W hat means it elſe, which now your. Children ſay, 
We made it not, nor will we take away. 5 
Suppoſe ſome youu Oppreſlor had by Slight 
Of Law, difſeis'd your Brother of his Right, 
Your common Sire ſurrendring in a Fright; 
Would you to that unrighteous Title ſtand, 
Left by the Villain's Will-to Heir the Land? : 
More juſt was Judas, who his Saviour ſold ; | | 


The ſacrilegious Bribe he could not hold, Gold. 
Nor hang in Peace, before he render'd back the 
What more could you have done, than now you «lM 
Had Oates and Bedlow, and their Plot been true 
Some. ſpeciqus Reaſons for thoſe Wrongs were 
found; | 
Their dire Magicians threw their Miſts around, 
And wiſe Men walk'd as on inchanted Ground. | 
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zut now when time has made th. Impoſture lain, 
(Late tho? he follow'd Truth, and limping, held her 
Train, | 5 
What new Belägen charms your cheated Eyes again? 
The painted Harlot might a while bewitch, 
But why the Hag uncas'd, and all obſcene with Itch? 
The firſt Reformers were a modeſt Race, 
Our Peers poſſeſs'd in Peace their native Place: 
And when rebellious Arms o' erturn'd the State, 
They ſuffer'd only in the common Fate; 
But now the Sov'reign mounts the regal Chair, | 
And mitr'd Seats are full, yet David's Bench is bare + 
Your anſwer is, they were not diſpoſſeſt, 
They need but rub their Mettle on the Teſt | 
To prove their Ore : Twere well if Gold alone 
Were touch'd and try'd on your diſcerning Stone ; 
WBut that unfaithful Teſt, an will paſs 
The Droſs of Atheiſts, and Sectarian Braſs : 
as it th' Experiment were made to hold 
for baſe Production, and reject the Gold: 
bus Men ungodded may to places riſe, 
nd Sets may be preferr'd without Diſguiſe :: 
o danger to the Church or State from theſe, 
be Papiſt only has his Writ of eaſe. 
o gainful Office gives him the Pretence 
o grind the Subject or defraud the Prince, 
Wrong Conſcience, or no Conſcience, may deſerye 
To thrive, but ours alone is privileg'd to 5 
Still thank your ſelves, you cry, your noble Race 
e baniſh not, but they forſake the place, 
ur Doors are open: True, but ere they come, 
ou toſs your cenſing Teſt, and fume the Room; + 
\s if 'twere Toby's Rival to expel, <5" 12 
nd fright the Fiend who could not bear the ſmell. 
Io this the Panther ſharply had reply'd, 
ut, having gain'd a Verdict on her os. . 
he wiſely gave the Loſer leave to chide; 
Vell ſatisfy'd to have the But and Peace, : 
d for the Plaintiff's Cauſe ſhe car'd the leſs, 5 
ecauſe ſhe ſu'd in forma Pauperis; | 
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Yet thought it decent ſomething ſhou'd be ſaid, 

For ſecret Guilt by Silence is betray'd : = 

So neither granted all, nor much eny'd, 

But anſwer'd with a yawning kind of Pride, 
Methinks ſuch Terms of proffer'd Peace you bring, 

As once Z#neas to th' Halian King: 7 


By long Poſſeſſion all the Land is mine, Bi 
Jou Strangers come with your intruding Line, T 
To ſhare my Sceptre, which you call-to join, T 
You plead like him an antient Pedigree, D 
And claim a peaceful Seat by Fates Decree. A 
In ready Pomp your Sacrificer ſtands, 7 
T' unite the Trojan and the Latin Bands, N 
And that the League more firmly may be ty'd, 7 
Demand the fair Lavinia for your Bride. * 
Thus plauſibly you veil th' intended Wrong, Vc 
But ſtill you Lrlag your exil'd Gods along; O 
And will endeayour in ſucceeding ſpace, W 
Thoſe houſhold Poppits on our Hearths to place, W 
Perhaps ſome barb'rous Laws have been prefer'd, Ho 
I ale 202inft the Toft, but was not heard; W 7: 
Theſe to reſcind, and Peerage to reſtore, im 
My gracious Sov'reign wou'd my Vote implore: g But 
I owe him much, but owe my Conſcience more. ( 
Conſcience is then your Plea, reply'd the Dame, (TI 
Which well-inform'd will ever be the ſame. Th 
But yours is much of the Camelion hue, _ Th 
To change the Die with every different View. ou 
When firſt the Lion ſat with awful Sway W Ou: 
Your Conſcience taught your Duty to obey : he 
He might have had your Statutes and your Teſt,, h 
No Conſcience but of Subjects was profeſs'd. WA nc 
He found your Temper, and no farther try'd, Wo 
But on that broken Reed, your Church, rely'd. 1 


In vain the Sects aſſay'd their utmoſt Art 
With offer'd Treaſure to eſpouſe their Part, 
Their Treaſures were a Bribe too mean to moye hs 
Heart. . e | 
But when by long Experience you had proy'd, 
How far he cou'd forgive, how well he loy'd; 


oſſeſs your Soul with Patience, and attend: 
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A Goodneſs that excell'd his godlike Race, 
And only ſhort of Heay'n's unbounded Grace : 

A Flood of Mercy that o'erflow'd our Iſle, 

Calm in the riſe, and fruitful as the Nile, 

Forgetting whence your Egypt was ſupply'd, 

You thought your Sov'reign bound to ſend the Tide: 
Nor upward look'd on that immortal Spring, 

But vainly deem'd, he durſt not be a King: 

Then Conſcience, unreſtrain'd by Fear, began 

To ſtretcn her Limits, and extend the Span, 

Did his Indulgence. as her Gift diſpoſe, 

And make a wiſe Alliance. with her Foes, 


And raiſe no Bluſhes to conceal her Shame? 

For ſure ſhe has been thought a baſhful Dame. 

But if the Cauſe by. Battel ſhould be tr 'd, 

You grant ſhe muſt eſpouſe the regal {ide : 

O Proteus Conſcience, never to be ty'd! - 

What Phæbus from the Tripod ſhall diſcloſe, 

Which are in laſt reſort, your Friends or Foes 2: 

Homer, who learn'd the Language of the Sky, 

The ſeeming Gordian Knot wou'd ſoon unty ; 

Immortal Powers the term of Conſcience know, 

But Intereſt iSher Name with Men below. 
Conſcience or Int'reſt be't, or both in one; 

(The Panther anſwer'd in a ſurly Tone,) 

The firſt commands me to maintain the Crown, 


Can Conſcienee own th' aſſociating Name, 8 


7 The laſt forbids to throw my Barriers down. 
Our penal Laws no Sons of yours admit, 


Our Teft excludes your Tribe from Benefit. 


WW Theſe are my Banks your Ocean to withſtand; 

= WV hich proudly riſing overlooks the Land; 

And once let in, with unreſiſted Sway p 

Nou'd ſweep the Paſtors and their Flocks away.“ 

Think not my Judgment leads me to comply 

ich Laws unjuſt, but hard Neceſſity : 
mperious Need which cannot be withſtood 


Makes Ill authentick, for a greater Good, 


1 more auſpicious Planet may aſcend; 
M. 4 
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Good Fortune may preſent ſome happier time, 

With means to cancel my unwilling Crime; 

(Unwilling, witneſs all ye Powers above) 

To mend my Errors and redeem 3 Love: 

That little Space you ſafely may allow, 

Your all-diſpenſing Power protects you now. 
Hold, ſaid the Hind, tis needleſs to explain; 

You wou'd poſtpone me to another Reign: 

Till when you are content to be unjuſt, 

Your part is to poſſeſs, and mine to truſt. 

A fair Exchange propos'd of future Chance, - 

For preſent Profit and Inheritance : 

Few Words will ſerye to finiſh our diſpute 

Who will not now repeal, wou'd perfecute ; 

To ripen or Revenge your hopes attend, 

Wiſhing that happier Planet wou'd aſcend : 

For ſhame let Conſcience be your Plea no more, 


To will hereafter, prove ſhe might before; 
But ſhe's a Bawd to Gain, and Rolds the Door, 

Your Care about your Banks, infers a fear 
Of threatning Floods, and Inundations near; 
If fo, a juſt Repriſe would only be | 
Of what the Land uſurp'd upon the Sea; 

And all your Jealouſies but ſerve to ſhow 

Your Ground is, like your Neighbour-Nation, low, 
I' intrench in what you grant unrighteous Laws, 
Is to diſtruſt the Juſtice of your Canſez Ro 
And argues that the true Religion lies 

In thoſe weak Adverſaries you deſpiſe. 

Tyrannick force is that which leaſt you fear, 
The ſound is frightful in a Chriftian's Ear; 

Avert it, Heaven; nor let that Plague be ſent 
To us from the diſpeopled Continent. 

But Piety commands me to refrain; 
Thoſe Pray'rs are needleſs in this Monarch's Reign. 
Behold! how he protects your Friends oppreſt, 
Receives the Baniſh'd, ſuccours the Diſtreſs'd : : 


' Behold, for you may read an honeſt open Breaſt, 
He ſtands in Daylight, and diſdains to hide 
An AR, to which by Honour he is ty'd, 
A Generous, laudable, and kingly Pride. 


/ 
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Your Teſt he would repeal, his Peers reſtore, 
This when he ſays he means, he means no more. 
Well, ſaid the Panther, I believe him juſt, 
And yet---- ON 
And yet, tis but becauſe you muſt, * 
You would be truſted, but you would not truſt. 
The Hind thus briefly ; and diſdain'd t' inlarge 
On Pow'r of Kings, and their ſuperior Charge, 
As Heay'n's Truſtees. before the People's choice : > 
Tho? ſure the Panther did not much rejoice 8 
To hear thoſe Ecchos giv'n of her once loyal Voice. 
The Matron woo'd her Kindneſs to the laſt, 
But cou'd not win; her Hour of Grace was paſt. 
Whom, thus perſiſting, when the could not bring 
To leave the Wolf, and to belieye her King, | 
She gave her up, and fairly wiſh'd her Joy 
Of her late Treaty with her new Ally: 
Which well ſhe hop'd wou'd more ſucceſsful prove, . 
Than was the Pigeons, and the Buzzdrds Love. 
The. Panther ask'd, what Concord there cou'd be 
Betwixt two Kinds whoſe Natures diſagree ? 
The Dame reply'd, Tis ſung in ev'ry Street, 
The common chat of Goſhps when they meet: 
But, ſince unheard by you, 'tis worth your while 
To take a wholeſome Tale, tho' told im homely Style. 
A plain good Man, whoſe Name is underſtood, 
(So ow deſerye the name of Plain.and Good). 
Of three fair lineal Lordſhips ſtood poſleſs'd, , 
And liv'd, as. Reaſon. was, upon the beſt; 
Inur'd to. Hardſhips from his early Youth, . ., 
Much had he done, and ſuffer'd for his Truth: 
At Land, and Sea, in many a doubtful Fight, 

Was never known a more advent'rous Knight, 85 
Who oftner drew his Sword, and always for the right. 2 
As Fortune wou'd (his Fortune came tho' late) 

He took Poſſeſſion of his juſt Eſtate: 
Nor rack'd his Tenants with increaſe of Rent, 
Nor liv'd too ſparing, nor too largely ſpent; 
hut overlook'd his Hinds, their Pay was juſt, 
And ready, for he (corn'g to go on Trult ;- 
a n Slow 
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Slow to. reſolve,” but in performance quick; 
So true, that he was aukward at a Trick, 

For little Souls on little Shifts rely; | 


And Cowards Arts of mean Expedients try; 

The noble Mind will dare do any thing bur lye, 
Falſe Friends, (his deadlieſt Foes): could find no way 
But ſhows of honeſt Bluntneſs, to betray ; 

That unſuſpected plainneſs he beliey'd; 

He look'd into himſelf, and was deceiv'd. 

Some lucky Planet ſure attends his Birth, 

Or Heav'n wou'd make a Miracle on Earth; 

For proſp'rous Honeſty is ſeldom ſeen 
To bear ſo dead a Weight, and yet to win. 

It looks as Fate with Nature's Law would ſtrive, 
To ſhew Plain-dealing once an Age may thrive : 
And, when fo tough a frame ſhe could not bend, 
Exceeded her Commiſſion to befriend. &£ 

This grateful Man, as Heaven encreas'd his Store, 

Gave God again, and daily fed his Poor; 

His Houſe with all Convenience was purvey'd; 
The reſt o found, but rais'd the Fabrick where he 

ray'd ; 

And — that ſacred Place, his beauteous Wife 
Employ'd her happieſt Hours of holy Life. 

Nor did their Afms extend to thoſe alone 
Whom common Faith more ſtrictly made their own; 
A ſort of Doves were hous'd too near their Hall, 

Who croſs the Proverb, and abound with Gall. 
Tho ſome, tis true, are paſſively inclin'd, 

The greater Part degenerate from their Kind; 
Voracious Birds, that hotly Bill and breed, 

And largely drink, becauſe on Salt they feed. 

Small Gain from them their Bounteous Owner draws; 
Yet, bound by Promiſe, he ſupports their Cauſe, 

As' Corporations privileg'd by Laws. 

That Houſe: which harbour to their Kind affords, 

Vas built, long ſince, God knows, for better Birds; 

But flutt'ring there they neſtle- near the Throne,, N 
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And lodge in Habitations not their own, 
By; their high Crops, and corny Gizzards known. 
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Like pac! N they could ſcent a Pronouns Board, 

Then to be ſure they never fail'd their Lord, 

The reſt was Form, and bare Attendance paid, 

They drunk, and eat, and grudgingly obey'd, 

The more they fed, they raven'd ſtill for more, 

They drain'd from Dan, and left Beerſheba poor; 

All this they had by Law, and none repin'd, 

The pref*rence was but due to Levi's Rind; 

But when ſome Lay-Preferment fell by chance, 

The Gourmands made it their Inheritance. 

When once poſleſs'd, they never quit their Claim, 

For then *tis ſanctify'd to Heaven's high Name; 

And Hallow'd thus they cannot give Ga: 

The Gift ſhould be prophan'd by worldly Management. 
Their Fleſh was never to the Table ſerv'd, 

Tho' 'tis not thence inferr'd the Birds were fſtary'd ;: 

Zut that their Maſter did not like the Food, 

As rank, and breeding melancholy Blood. 

Nor did it with his gracious Nature ſuit, 

WEv'n tho' they were not Doyes, to perſecute :. 

vet he refus'd, (nor could they take Offence) - 

Their Glutton Kind ſhould teach him Abſtinence.. 

Nor conſecrated Grain their Wheat he thought, | 

WV hich new from. treading. in their Bills they brought :: 

ut left his Hinds, each in his private: Pow'r, 

bat thoſe who like the Bran might leave the Flow'r. 

le for himſelf, and not for others: choſe, | | 

Nor would he be impos'd on, nor impoſe;. » 

Nat in their Faces his Devotion paid, 7 


ad Sacrifice with ſolemn Rites was made, 
und ſacred Incenſe on his Altars laid. 

W Beſides theſe jolly Birds, whoſe: Corps impure: 
Lepaid their Commons with their Salt-Manure ;. 

Lnother: Farm he had behind his Houſe, 
ot overſtock'd, but barely for his Uſe :: 
V herein his poor Domeſtick Poultry fed, 
ad from his pious Hands receiy'd their Bread... 
WP ur pamper'd Pigeons with malignant Eyes, 3 
eheld theſe Inmates, and their Nurſeries :: 
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Tho' hard their Fare, at Ev' ning, and at Morn, . 


A Cruiſe of Water, and an Ear of Corn; 

| Yet ſtill they grudg'd that Modicum, and thought 
A Sheaf in ev'ry ſingle Grain was brought; 

Fain would they filch that little Food away, 

While unreſtrain'd thoſe happy Gluttons prey. 

And much they griev'd to ſee ſo nigh their Hall, 

The Bird that warn'd St. Peter of his Fall; 

That he ſhould raiſe his miter'd Creſt on high, 

And clap his Wings, and call his Family 

To ſacred Rites; and yex th' Etherial Powers 

With midnight Mattins, at uncivil Hours: | 

Nay more, his quiet Neighbours ſhould moleſt, 

Juſt in the ſweetneſs of their Morning Reſt, 

Beaſt of a Bird, ſupinely when he might 

Lye ſnug and fleep, to riſe before the light: 

hat if his dull Forefathers us'd that cry, 

Cou'd he not let a bad Example die? 

The World was fall'n into an eaſier way; 

This, Age knew better, than to Faſt and Pray. 

Good Senſe in ſacred Worſhip wou'd appear 

So to begin, as they might end the ear. 

such feats in former times had wrought the falls 

Of crowing Chanticleers in cloyſter'd Walls, 


Expell'd for this, and for their Lands, they fled; 


And Siſter Partlet with her hooded head. 


Was hooted hence, becauſe ſhe would not pray a-bed, 


The way to win the reſtiff World to God, 
Was to lay by the diſciplining Rod, 
Unnatural Faſts, and foreign Forms of Pray'r ;: 
Religion frights us with a Mein ſevere, 

"Tis Prudence to reform her into Eaſe, 

And put her in undreſs to make her pleaſe : 

A lively Faith will bear. aloft the Mind, | 

And leave the Luggage of good Works behind. 


Such Doctrines in the Pigeon-houſe were taught, 
You need not ask how wond'rouſly they wrougkt; 


Bur fure the common Cry was all for theſe, 
Whoſe Life and Precepts both encourag d Eaſe,. 
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Yet fearing thoſe alluring Baits might fail, 
And holy Deeds'o'er all their Arts prevail: 
(For Vice, tho' frontleſs, and of harden'd Face, 
Is daunted at the ſight of awful Grace) | 
An hideous Figure of their Foes they drew, 
Nor Lines, nor Looks, nor Shades, nor Colours 
true; ; 

And this Groteſque deſign 2 to publick View. 
One would have thought it ſome Zgyprian Piece, 
Witk Garden-Gods, and barking Deities, 5 
More thick than Prolemy has ſtuck the Skies. 
All ſo perverſe a Draught, ſo far unlike, 
It was no Libel where it meant to ſtrike: 
Yet ſtill the daubing pleas'd, and Great and Small 
To view the Monſter crowded Pigeon-hall. 
There Chanticleer was drawn upon his Knees 
Adoring Shrines, and Stocks of Sainted Trees, 
And by him, a miſ-ſhapen, ugly Race; 
The Curſe of God was ſeen on ev'ry Face: 
No Holland Emblem could that Malice mend, 
But ftill the worſe the Look, the fitter for a Fiend. 

The Maſter of the Farm, diſpleas'd: to find: 
So much of Rancour in.ſo mild a Kind, 
Enquir'd into the Cauſe, and came to know, 
The Paſlive Church had ftruck the foremoſt blow: 
With groundleſs Fears, and Jealouſies poſſeſt, 


As if this troubleſome intruding Gueſt | 5 a 
Would drive the Birds of Venus from their Neſt. | 
A Deed his inborn Equity abhor'd, [Word. 


But Int'reſt will not truſt, tho“ God ſhould plight his 
A Law, the Source of many future harms, 
Had baniſh'd all the Poultry * the Farms; 
With Loſs of Life, if any ſhould be found 
To crow or peck on this forbidden Ground. 
That Bloody Statute chiefly was deſign'd 
For Chanticleer the white, of Clergy kind; 
But after-malice did not long forget 
The Lay that wore the Robe, and Coronet; 
For them, for. their Inferiours and Allies, . 


Their Foes a deadly Shibboleth deviſe : 
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- By which unrighteouſly it was decreed; : 
That none to Truſt, or Profit ſhould ſucceed, 
Who would not ſwallow firſt a poiſonous wicked 
Weed: er | 
Or that, to which old Socrates was curs'd, | 
Or Henbane-Juice to {well 'em till they burſt, 
The Patron (as in reaſon) thought it hard 
To fee this Inquiſition in his Yard, | 
which the 70 4 was of Subjects uſe debarr'd, 
All gentle means he try'd, which might withdraw 
Th' Effects of ſo unnatural a Law: 8 
But ſtill the Doye-houſe obſtinately ſtood 
Deaf to their own, and to their Neighbours good: 
And which was worſe, (if any worſe could be) 
Repented of their boaſted Loyalty : 
No made the-Championsfof a cruel Cauſe, 
And drunk with Fumes of Popular Applauſe, 
For thoſe whom God to ruin has deſign'd, 
He fits for Fate, and firſt deſtroys their Mind. 
New Doubts indeed they daily ſtrove to raiſe, 
N. Dangers, interpos'd Delays; 
And Emiſſary Pigeons had in ſtore | 
Such as the Meccan Prophet us'd of yore, 
To whiſper Counſels in their Patron's Ear; 
And veil'd their falſe Advice with zealous Fear. 
The Maſter ſmil'd to ſee em work in vain, 
- To wear him out, and make an idle Reign: 
He ſaw, but ſuffer'd their Protractive Arts, 
And ſtrove by mildneſs to reduce their Hearts; 
But they abus'd that Grace to make Allies, 0 


— 


And fondly clos'd with former Enemies; 

For Fools are double Fools, endeav'ring to be wiſe. 
After a grave Conſult what courſe were beſt, 
One more mature in Folly than the reſt, 

Stood up, and told 'em, with his Head aſide, 

That deſp'rate Cures muſt be to deſp'rate Ills apply'd: 

And therefore ſince their main impending Fear 

Was from th' encreaſing Race of Chantzicleer : 

Some Potent Bird of Prey they ought to find, 

A Foe profeſs'd to him, and all his kinds 
Some 
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Sore haggard 'Hawk, who had her Eyry nigh, . 
Well Doane to faſten, and well Wiag l 1 7 © uf 
One they might truſt, their common Wrongs to wreak 3 
The Muſquet, and the Coyſtrel were too weak, | 
Too fierce the Falcon, but above the reſt, 

The noble Buzzard ever pleas'd me beſt, 
Of ſmall Renown, tis true, for not to lye, 
We call him but a Hawk by courteſie. | 
I know he haunts the Pigeon-Houſe and Farm, 
And more, in time of War, has done us harm; 
But all his Hate on trivial Points depends, 4 
Give up our Forms, and we ſhall ſoon be Friends. 
For Pigeons Fleſh he ſeems not much to care, 
Cram'd Chickens are a: more delicious Fare; 
On this high Potentate, without delay, 
I wiſh you would confer the Sov'reign ſway : 
Petition him t' accept the Government, 
And let a ſplendid Embaſly be ſent. | 
This pithy Speech prevail'd, and all agreed, 
Old Enmities forgot, the Buzzard ſhould ſucceed. 
Their welcome Suit was granted ſoon as heard, 
His Lodgings furniſh'd, and a Train prepar'd, _ 
With B's upon their Breaſt, appointed for his Guard. J 
He came, and Crown'd with great Solemnity, 
God ſave King Buzzard, was the 8 Cry. 
A Portly Prince, and goodly to the ſight, 
He ſeem'd a Son of Anach for his height: 
Like thoſe whom Stature did to Crowns prefer; 
Black-brow'd, and bluff, like Homer's Jupiter. | 
Broad-back'd,. and Brawny-built for Love's delight, 
A Prophet form'd, to make a female Proſelyte. 
A Theologue more by need, than genial bent, 
By Breeding ſharp, by Nature confident, 
Int'reſt in all his Actions was diſcern'd ; 
More learn'd than Honeſt, more a Wit than learn'd, 
Or forc'd by Fear, or by his Profit led, 
Or both conjoin'd, his Native Clime he fled : 
But brought the Virtues of his Heav'n. along; 
fair Behaviour, and a. fluent Tongue, 
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And yet with all his Arts he could not thrive; 
The moſt unlucky Paraſite alive. 5 
Loud Praiſes to prepare bis Paths he ſent, 
| And then himſelt PENS his Compliment ; 
But, by reverſe of Fortune chac'd away, 
His Gifts no longer than their Author Kay: 
He ſhakes the Duſt againſt th' ungrateful Race, 
And leayes the ſtench' of Ordures in the Place, 
Oft has he. flatter'd, and blaſphem'd the ſame, 
For in his Rage, he ſpares no Soy*raign's Name: 
The Heroe, and the Tyrant change their Style 
By the ſame meaſure that they frown or linile 3. 
When well receiy'd by hoſpitable Foes, 
The kindneſs he returns, is to expoſe : 
For Courteſies, tho? undeſerv'd and great, | 
No gratitude in Felon-minds beget, 0 
As tribute to his Wit, the Chur! receives the treat. 
His Praiſe of Foes, is venomouſly nice, 
So touch'd, it turns a Virtue to a Vice : 5 
A Greek, and bountiful, forewarns us twice. | 
Seven Sacraments he wifely does'difown, 
Becauſe he knows Confellion ſtands for one; 
Where Sins to ſacred Silence are convey'd: 
And not for Fear, or Love, to be betray'd: 
But he, uncall'd, his Patron to controul, . 
Divulg'd the fecret Whiſpers of his Soul: 
Stood forth th* accuſing Sathan of his Crimes, 
And offer'd to the Moloch of the Times. 
Prompt to aſſail, and careleſs of defence, 
Invulnerable in his Impudence; 8 . 
He dares the World, and eager of a Name, 
He thruſts about, and juſtles into fame. | 
Frontleſs, and Satyr-proof he ſcow'rs the Streets, 
And runs an Indian muck at all he meets. 
So fond of loud Report, that not to miſs 
Of being known (his laſt and utmoſt bliſs) 
He rather would be known, for what he is. 
Such was, and is the Captain of the Teſt, ; 
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Tho? half his Virtues are not here expreſs'd; 
The Modeſty of Fame conceals the reft, 1 
2 | e 
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The ſpleenful Pigeons never could create 
A Prince more proper to revenge their hate: 
Indeed, more proper to revenge, than ſave; 
A King, whom in his Wrath, th' Almighty gave: 
For all the Grace the Landlord had allow'd, 
But made the Buzzard and the Pigeons proud 
Gaye time to fix their Friends, and to ſeduce the 

crowd. | | 

They long their Fellow-Subjects to inthrall, - | 
Their Patron's Promiſe into queſtion call, - 
And vainly think he meant to make em Lords of all. 
Falſe Fears their Leaders fail'd. not to ſuggeſt, 
As if the Doves were to be diſpoſſeſs'd; | 
Nor Sighs, nor Groans, nor gogling Eyes did want ; 
For now the Pigeons too had learn'd to Cant. 
The Houſe of Pray'r is ſtock'd with large encreaſe; 
Nor Doors, nor Windows can contain the Preſs: 
For Birds of ev'ry Feather fill th Abode; 
Even Atheiſts out of envy own a God: — 
And reeking from the Stews Adult'rers come, 
Like Goths and Vandals to demoliſh Rome. 
That Conſcience which to-all their Crimes was mute, 
Now calls aloud, and cries to Perſecute, 
No rigour of the Laws to be releas'd, 
And much the leſs, becauſe it was their Lord's requeſt : 
They thought. it great their Sov'raign to controul, 
And nam'd their Pride, Nobility: of Soul. | 
'Tis true, the Pigeons, and their Prince Elect 
Were ſhort of Pow'r, their purpoſe to effect: 
But with their Quills, did all the hurt they cou'd, 
And cuff'd the tender Chickens from their Food: 
And much the Buzzard in their Cauſe did ſtir, 
1 Tho' naming not the Patron, to tnfer 7 
With all reſpect, He was a groſs Idolater. { 
But when th' Imperial Owner did eſpy 
hat thus they turn'd' his Grace to villany, : 
Not ſuff ring Wrath to diſcompoſe his Mind, 
e ſtrove a Temper for th' Extreams to find, 8 


o to be juſt, as he might ſtill be kind 5 
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| Then, all maturely weigh'd, pronounced a Doom 

[1 Of ſacred / Strength for every Age to come. 

| By this the Doves their Wealth and State poſſeſs, 

| No Rights infring'd, but Licence to oppreſs : 
Such Pow'r have they as Factious Lawyers long X 

| To Crowns aſcrib'd, that Kings can do no Wrong, 

! But, ſince his own Domeſtick Birds have try'd 

| The dire Effects of their deſtructive Pride, 

| | He deems that Proof a Meaſure to the reſt, | 


Concluding well within his: Kingly Breaſt, 
His Fowls of Nature too unjuſtly were oppreſt. 
He therefore makes all Birds of ey'ry Seck | 
Free of his Farm, with promiſe to reſpe&: - 
Their ſeveral Kinds alike, and equally protect. 
His Gracious Edict the ſame Franchiſe yields 
To all the wild encreaſe of Woods and Fields, | 
And whoin Rocks aloof, and who in Steeples builds, 
To Crows the like impartial Grace affords, 
And Choughs and Daws, and ſuch Republick Birds: 
Secur'd with ample Privilege to feed, 
Each has his Diſtrict, and his Bounds decreed : 
Combin'd in common Int'reſt with his own, 
But not to paſs the Pigeons Rubicon. . | 

Here ends the Reign of his pretended Dove; 
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All Prophecies aceompliſh'd from above, 
For Shiloh comes the Scepter to remove. 
Reduc'd from her Imperial high Abode, 
Like Dionyſus to a private Rod: | 
The Paſlive Church, that with pretended Grace 
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Did her diſtinctive Mark in Duty place, 

Now: touch'd, Reviles her Maker to his Face. 
What after happen'd is not hard to gueſs : 

The ſmall Beginnings had a large Encreaſe, 

And Arts and Wealth ſucceed (the ſecret Spoils of 

Nies | Go 

"Tis ſaid the Doves repented, tho? too late, 
Become the Smiths of their own fooliſh Fate : 
Nor did their Owner haften their ill Hour: 

But, ſunk in Credit, they deereas'd in Pow'r : 
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Like Snows in warmth that mildly paſs away, 
Diſſolving in the Silence of Decay. 

The Buzzard not content with equal place, 
Invites the feather'd Nimrods of his Race, 
To hide the thinneſs of their Flock from Sight, 
And all together make a ſeeming, goodly Flight: 
But each have ſep'rate Int'reſts of their own, 
| Two Czars, are one too many for a Throne. 
Nor can th' Uſurper long abſtain from Food, 
Already he bas taſted Pigeons n 
And may be tempted to his former Fare, ? 
When this-indulgent-Lord ſhall late to Heay'n repair. 
Bare benting times, and moulting Months may come, 
When lagging late, they cannot reach their home: 
Or Rent in Schiſm, (for ſo their Fate decrees,) 
Like the tumultuous Cog of the Bees; 
They fight their Quarrel, by themſelyes opprelt ; 
The Tyrant ſmiles below, and waits the falling Feaſt, 

Thus did the gentle Hind her Fable end, __ 
Nor would the Panther blame it, nor commend ; 
But, With affected Yawnings at the cloſe, 
Seem'd to require her natural Repoſe, 
For now the ſtreaky Light began to peep; 
And ſetting Stars admoniſh'd both to ſleep. 
The Dame withdrew, and, wiſhing to her Gu 
The peace of Heay'n, betook her ſelf to reſt. 
Ten thouſand Angels or. her Slumbers wait, 
With glorious Viſions of her future State. 


„% ef. 24A . AIST, Eras 


— — 


% 
* 
# 
25 
1 
. 
I 
2 
* 
þ 
5 
| 
F 2 4 


— 8 


1 ˖‚ — + 


89 . 8 


* 
1 


„ 260 The FouxrH Part of 


Grant, a thouſand Oaths I ſwore 
I none would love but you: | 
But not to change would wrong me more, 
Than breaking them can do. 5 
Yet you thereby a Truth will learn, 
Of much more worth than I; 
Which is, That Lovers which do ſwear, 
Do alſo uſe to lye. jy 
+64, fly Rs 194 9 6 6 3p 
| Chloris does now poſſeſs that Heart 
Which to you did belong: | 
But, though thereof ſhe brags a-while, 
She ſhall not do ſo. long. | 
She thinks, by being fair and kind, 
To hinder my Remove, bf 
And ne'er fo much as dreams that Change, 
Above both thoſe, I love. | 
| 0 + - 5,4 
Then grieve not any more, nor think 
My Change is a Diſgrace: | 
For though it robs you of one Slave, 
It leaves Another place: SS 
Which your bright Eyes will ſoon ſubdu 
With him does them firſt ſee: | 
For if they could not conquer more, 
They ne'er had conquer'd me, 


: | | \ 
The OT AGE. 
S one that's from a tedious Voyage come, 
And fafe through thouſand Storms arriv'd at 
Reſolves to put to Sea no more, [home, 
Or boldly tempt the flatt'ring Main, 
How ſmooth ſo'er it lye, or plain; 


But 
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But having drawn his broken Hull on Shore, 

To ſome kind Saint hangs up his conſecrated Oar: 
I, who a greater Sea had paſt, a 
The Ocean of rough Poeſie, 

Where there ſo many. Shipwreck!d be,“ | 
Or on the Rocks, or on the Quickſands caſt ; 

Recounting what my ſelf had ſeen, 

And in how may deaths I'd been, 

Where ſcarce an empty wiſh or hope could come be- 

With almoſt as confirm'd a Vow, [tween z 
Reſoly'd no leſs to conſecrate 

Some Votive Table, which might ſhow 
The Labours I did undergo; 


And at a far more eaſie rate, _- [rous Fate. 
Give others the delight to view on Land my dange- 
* ni 308 II. | | 


Alfeady was the ſacred Plank deſign'd, 

And in it now I firſt aflay'd the Deep, | 
When thinking only near the Shores to keep, 
There roſe a ſudden and tempeſtuous Wind, 

Which made me leaye the unſaluted Land behind. 

The Sea before was calm, and ſtill, 

And gentle Airs did with my Streamers play, 

Scarce ſtrong enough my half-ſtruck Sail to fill, 

And —— the yielding Cryſtal force my way. 
Cloſe by did many a Veſſel r 

Whoſe Pilots all with Bays were gaily crown'd, 
And to the murmurs of the Tide, 22 
Voices and Mirths where heard around, 

My ſelf made there * Anacreon's Lute reſound; 
Which ſprightly ſeem'd, and wondrous brave, 
And its Ky killing Notes to have; [which 1 gave. 

Bat from the Waters more, than thoſe rough touches 

Twould ſtill of nothing ſound but Love, 

Though I the various Stops did often prove: 

Wherefore new Loves I did begin, 


* T#wn'd Anacreon into Engliſh Verſe. + Made ſeveral 
' - Love-verſes to Cletia & N N 1 
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And intermixt (as parts) my own; 
Which took freſh vigour from the String, 
And o'er the dancing Floods were quickly blown. 
I + Venus (ſang, and ſtollen Joys, | 
And of his Flames who ſcap'd at Troy's, 

And as the Thratian Orpheus by his skill, 

Io ranſom his Eurydice, is ſaid, 

And from the Shades brought back the dead; 

My Song a greater Miracle did tell, 

And thither chain'd ire, alive $ Proſerpina did lead, 
; 333 = 

Such was my Song: but when the Storm aroſe, 
Voices and Mirth were heard no more, 
But every Man fell ſtoutly to his Oar, © 

And to the Floods did all their Strength oppoſe, 
Hoping to reach ſome Harbour, but in yain : 

They were with greater Fury hurry'd back into the 

Then might one hear, inſtead of theſe, - [Main, 
The dying Shrieks of ſuch as Shipwreck'd were; 
And thofe proud Galleys, which before at eaſe 

- Plow'd up the Deep, no longer did appear; 

But to the Waves became a Prey +. 

Some downright ſank, ſome broken lay, 

And by the Billows were in triumph born away. 

My Keel ſo many Leaks did ſpring 
That all the Hold with Water was flow'd o'er; 
And a Sea no leſs dangerous rag'd within, 

Than that which ſtrove abroad the Tempeſt to out-roar, 
* So over-board my lading ſtraight I caſt, 
Vith ſome faint hope my Barque to ſave; 
But on the Wind away they quickly paſt, 

And my beſt Safety was no hope to have. 
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$ Tranſlated the fourth Book of Virgil. 
_  $ Claudiaws Rapr. Prof. * 

F Having had ſo many Croſſes, or, which is truer, ſeeing tht 
little profit, 1 reſolved to make no more Verſe, except the Ar. 
ent were Divine or Moral; and ſo reſumed my old deſign of 
Paraphraſing the Pſalms : Which I began anew, Jan, 31, 1662, 
«nd, finiſh'd the third of June, 1665. 15 
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Yet by me till the great Jeſſean Lyre I kept, 
Which from my Couch I down did take, 
Where it neglected long enough had flept, 

And all its numerous Chords I did awake; 
Thinking,” ſince I the Waves muſt try, 
Them and the Sea- gods wa a Song to pacifie. | 
I play'd, and ans? then plung'd down, 
Holding my Harp ſtill in my Hand, | 
My dear Companion through thoſe Paths unknown ; 
But hopeleſs with it e'er to reach the Land. 
When lo, the chaſte Jarma, with a Thron 
Of Nymphs and Tritons waited on, 
As ſhe by chance there paſs'd along, 
Drave up her Chariot by my fide, 
And in requital for my humble Song, 
Invited me with her to ride, I [guide. 
And fearleſs of the way, with them my Courſe to 
And down ſne ac d her Snowy hand, 
And from the Floods me gently rais'd, | 
Whilſt all the Sea-gods on me gaz'd, mand. 
And waited, ere they further went, ſome new Com- 
Which ſtraight ſhe gave, and at her word the Wind 
Backward did ſcowre: Before, as ſmooth and plain 
= The Ocean lay; Storms only rag'd behind: 
So to my Harp I turn'd again, 
And all ſts filent Fetters did unbind. 
No longer was I of the Deep afraid, 
But bolder grown, more Anthems plaid, _ 
And on them put my Chains, 'who theirs upon the 
Fs OY uy [Wayes had laid, 
'Till having many a Country paſt, | 
And coaſting the whole Earth around, 
The Northweſt paſſage Navigable found, 
I on my native Shore was caſt, | 


And ſafely touch'd the Britiſh Iſle at laſt. 


This Table as in Colours 'twas ex reſt, 
And which + Beliſa's curious Pencil wrought, 


t Mrs, Mary Beal. 
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And no loſs Honours were to her, than Rome or Athen 


a * 


264 Me FouRTH PART of 


With Ivy Garland, and with Bays I dreſt, 
And to my [Muſes ſacred Temple brought; 
Hoping it would accepted be, 
And ſurely gain my N | | 
From future Service, and declare me free. 
But as I waiting in the Court did ftand, 
Into a ſudden Eeſtaſie I fell; | 
And led by an immortal Hand. 
Which entrance for me did command, 
Approach'd the Fane's moſt private Cell, 
By none e'er ſeen before, where awful dread and reye. 
2 r | [rence dyell, 
"Twas not like thoſe ſtrait es here, 
Which by that Name we call, 
But a magnificent and ſpacious Hall, 
The Roof with Paintings garniſh'd all; 
And where in Niches on he Wall, _ 
There did the lively Forms appear 
Of ſuch who for their Verſe: the Laurel Sert did wen. 
Greece and old Rome poſleſt the chiefeſt place, 
And all the upper a their quarter was : 
The ſides were into ſeyeral Coaſts deſign'd; 
And by their Countries you each Name-might find; 
Th' Italian, French or Nr Band, 
As they around did with their Title ſtand: 
Britain as fair a ſpace as any had; 


| ? VI. [ paid 
Thither I turn'd my Eye, and in the. throng 
Of crowned Heads tranſlated there, | 
Whoſe very Names to count would be too long, 
The bright * Orinda did appear; 
And though come thither laſt of all, 
Made the moſt beauteous Figure: on the ſacred Wal, 
Aſide her ſeveral Niches were prepar'd 
For thoſe who ſhall hereafter-come, 
And with her there obtain a Room, 
As with her in the Muſes Service they had ſhar'd. 


_ * Mrs, Kath, Philips died June - » 64. 
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Mready were ſome Names enrolÞd, 7 

And in fair Characters enchas'd; * 

But who they were, muft ne'er be OY 
'Till they the fatal Stream have paſt, * | 
And after Death have here their living Statues ea 
My Muſe alone theſe Worthies could on-ſhine, 
As ſhe approact'd me there in ſhape divine: * 
Her golden Hair was all unbound | 
With careleſs Art, and wantonly did bur, 
Mov'd by her Strings melodious ſound, 
As on her Shoulders the looſe Treſſes lay, 
A wondrous Mantle o'er her Back. wis thrown, 
And her gay myſtick Veſt below x . 
In Royal State trayVd all adown'; ©, © 
A Lute was in her Hand, 0 on her Head 15 oeh. | 
II. 

Amaz' d, 1 at ber Fect did fal, e e 
And proſtrate lay, till up ſhe bid me Rain, 
Saying, For this I thee did never call, 

But boldly to receive my great Command: 
Ariſe, for 55 a better Ke | EY 

Does on thy tuneful Numbers alt, ; 

Than what thou in the Deep haſt g of hes? 

Not but that all thy Labours there, © 
To thine —_ wiſh ſha amply be repaid.” | 

For I, by whom' enroll'd the ATT 
Second to none but Heav'n in that great Care, 

= Which of thy Verſe and thee I always had, 
Will look fuch large Allowance for them ſhall be wade, 

That all the damage which thou didit ſuſtain,” 

Shall not compare wich thy immortal gain. 

' YIELDS: N 

Wingels thy ) Votive Table, Which I here, accept .. 
Within my Archives a fair Room to Have, 
Worthy for th' hand that did it to be — 

nd thy mean Name from dark Oblivion Ave, 
Till to another Temple; that's above, 
Reſery'd for thoſe, who ſacred Numbers prove, 
And there at laſt conclude their love, 
Thy Soul's bright Image 1 hereafter ſhall tetabye?: 


or. IV. N Where 
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Where l whom thou here doſt know 

(Ambitious at their very Shrines to bow) 

Leaving their wanton Lays behind, 

Like thee, and from all baſe alloy refin'd, 
More to reſemble the eternal Mind; 

With ſeveral who were never here, 

S0 God-like all their Meaſures were, 

(As Jeſſe's Son, whoſe Harp thou erſt didſt bear) 

In glory with the firſt great Maker ſhine, 

And have for Mortal 1 a a Ray Divine. 

I 


But firſt, my Sylvins, thou again to Sea muſt go, 


d many Towns, and Men, and Countries know, 


In the * New-world of Chriſt ian Poeſie, 

Part of which long ſince was deſign'd to be 
The happy Fruits of thy Diſcovery; 

Where none of all thy Nation has been yet, 
The way ſo dangerous, and the task ſo great. 
Nor doubt but it ſhall recompence thy coſt; 

And were it more, that Age, they cry, th'aſt loſt, 

When to ſerve me, 8 
And for th' long Robe, the Ivy Garland take, 
As that which would thy Name immortal make, 
For I have Honours to beſto w, 

And regs! Treaſures, though I rarely fhow 
The appy Conmiey where they grow. 
And though ſome: Wretch the Plague endure 
Of miſerable Poverty, | 
The Fault's his own, and not in me; 

Not that he is my Votar ,,, 

But under that diſguiſe an Enemy; 

Not I, but they alone who count me fo, are poor, 
4 eee e. 
Try me, this once, and once more tempt the Main 
Thou fhalt not unattended go: 
For when thou next put'ſt out to Sea again, 
I'll be thy Pilot, and the Paſſage ſhow, 


* 7. write of the Creation, never attempted by any Engliſkmay 


nett in Verfion, 
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1 The Study of the Law. - 
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Nay wonder not, for tis no more 
Than what I ſeveral times have done before, | 
When I my Taſſo through thoſe Straights did guide, 
And made my Bartas o'er the Surges ride; " 
Thoſe mighty Admirals 'which did extend 
Their Country-bounds beyond the World's wide end: 
'Twas 1 conduRtel them thoſe Lands to find. 
Where each did plant their Nation's Colonies ; 
Both ſpreading leſs their Sails than Victories. 
And there are yet more Lands for thee behind, 
= And all the way, like them, thou ſhalt rehearſe 
= The Birth of things, how they from nothing roſe, 
By that Almighty Word which ſhall inſpire thy Verſe, 
And help thee all its Wonders to diſcloſe. Wt 
No Storm upon thy Maft ſhall reſt, 
Or any Gales, but Vernal, blow; | 
The Sea it ſelf, to my 3 Service preſt, 3 
In Plains of liquid Glaſs ſhall lye below, I ſhow. 
And its Obedience to my Rule in dancing Billows only 
; And when thou Home return'd ſhalt be, 
And of thy native Earth once more take hold, 
My ſelf thy Bark will conſecrated ſee; | 
And for this new World thus found out by thee, . 
ke it a heay'nly Sign, near that which ſav d the old. 
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CUPID: PASTIME. | 


By StDNEY GODOLPHIN. 


T chanc'd of late a Shepherd Swain 
t went to ſeek his wander'd Sheep, 
ichin a Thicket, on a Plain, add 
Eſpy'd a dainty Nymph aſleep. 
IT. 


er Golden Hair o'er-ſpread her Face, 

= Her careleſs Arms about her caſt ; 

er Quiver had her Pillow's Place, 

Her Breaſt lay bare to ey'ry Blaſt. 
1 3 III, The 
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III. 
The Shepherd ſtood and gaz'd his fill; | 
-  Nought durſt he do, nought durſt he ſay : 
While Chance, or elſe perhaps his Will, 
Guided the God of 1 that way. 
The crafty Boy thus ſees her ſleep, + | 
Whom if ſhe wak'd he durſt not ſee : 
Behind her cloſely ſeems to creep, 
Before her Nap ſhould ended be. 
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| V. © of 
There come, he ſteals her Shafts away, 
And puts his ownfinto their place: 
Nor dares he any longer ſtay, . $4 
But, ere ſhe wakes, hies thence. apace. 
| mr 1 YL | 
Scarce was he gone, but ſhe awakes; 
And ſpies the Shepherd gazing by. 
Her bended Bow then up ſhe takes, 
And at the ſimple Swain lets fly, 
59 VII. 5 
Forth flew the Shaft and pierc'd his Heart, 
That to the Ground he fell, with pain: 
Yet ſopn he up again did ſtart, | 
And to the Nymph he ran amain. 
£4"; PH} 
Amaz'd to ſee ſo ſtrange a Sight, 
She ſhot, and ſhot, but all in vain : 
The more his Wounds, the more his Might, 
Love yielding Strength amidft his Pain, 
A 1 IX: l | 
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Her angry Eyes were big with Tears; | 
She blames. her Hand, ſhe blames her Skill; 
The Bluntneſs of her Shafts ſhe fears, M 
And try them on her ſelf ſhe Will. 
"7 hs 


Take heed, fair Nymph, try not thy Shaft, 
Each little touch will pierce thy Heart, 
Alas! thou know'ſt not Cupid's Craft, 
Kevenge is Joy, the and is Smart. 7 | 
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14 | XI. * a 
Yet ſhe will try, and pierce ſome bare: 
Her Hands were glov'd, but next to Hand 
Was that fair Breaſt, that Breaſt ſo rare, 
That made the Shepherd ſenſeleſs ſtand. 
? | | XII, 
That Breaſt ſhe pierc'd, and thro” the Breaft 
Love found an Entry to her Heart: 
At feeling of this new-come Gueſt, ht N 
Lord, how this Gentle Nymph did ſtart. 
XIII. 
She runs not now, She ſhoots no more: 
Away ſhe throws both Shaft and Bow, 
She ſeeks for what ſhe ſhun'd before, 
She thinks the Shepherd's Haſte too flow. 
WT ho' Mountains meet not, Lovers may; 
WV hat others did, juſt ſo did they. 
he God of Love ſat on a Tree, | 
ind laught, the pleaſing Sight to ſee. 
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po EM dedicated to the Ble fed Me- 
mory of her late Gracious Majeſty 
Queen MART. 1 | 
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By Mr. STEPNBEY, *, 


F S NCE more, my Muſe, - - we muſt an Altar raiſe 

4 May it prove laſting, as Maria's Praiſes; 

ad, the Song ended, be the Swan's thy Doom; 

WR eſt ever ſilent, as Maria's Tomb. 

WW But whence ſhall we begin? or whither ſteer ? 

ler Virtues like a perfect Round appear, | 

here Judgment lies in Admiration loft, * 

Not knowing which it ſhould diſtinguſm moſt. 
1 | N 3 Some 
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Some Angel, from your own, deſcribe her Frame, 

(For ſure your Godlike Beings are the ſame :) 

All that was Charming in the Fairer Kind, 

With Manly Senſe, and Reſolution join'd; 

A Mein compos'd of Mildneſs and of State, 

Not by Conſtraint, or Affectation, Great; 

But form'd by Nature for Supream Command; 

Like Eve juſt moulded by the Maker's Hand; 

Yet ſuch her Meekneſs, as half-yail'd the Throne, 

Leſt being in too great a Luſtre ſhown, 

It might — the Subject of Acceſs, 8 

And make her Mercies, and our Comforts leſs. 

So Gods, of old, defcending from their Sphere 

To viſit Men, like Mortals did appear: 

Leſt their too Awful Preſence ſhould affright 

Thoſe whom they meant to bleſs, and to delight. 
Thus to the Noon of her high Glory run, 

From her bright Orb, diffuſive like the Sun, 1 

She did her healing Influence diſplay, * 

And cheriſh'd all our nether World, that lay 4 
Within the Cirele of her radiant Day: 

Reliey'd not only thoſe who Bounty ſought, 

But gave unask'd, and as ſhe gave, forgot; 

Found modeſt Want in her obſcure Retreat, 

And courted tim'rous Virtue to be Great. - i 

The Church, which William ſav'd, was Mary's Care, lh 


SS ene JG} MH, JS» A 


Taught by her Life, and guarded by her Prayer; of 
W hat her Devotions were, you Cherubs, tell, W 
Who ever round the Seat of Mercy dwell ; WO. 
(For here She wou'd not have her Goodneſs known) a 
But you beheld how She addreſs'd the Throne, h 
And wonder'd at a Zeal ſo like your own. BO: 
Since She was Form'd, and Lov'd, and Pray'd like yorn 
She ſhou'd, alas! have been Immortal too. 7 
A Mind ſo good, in beauteous Strength array'd, is 
Aflur'd our Hopes She might be long obey'd, 1 
And we, with heightned Reverence, might have ſe! n 


The hoary Grandure of an Aged Queen; 
Who might, with William, jointly Govern here, 
As that bright Pair which Rules the heav'nly * 1 
F - race 
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Grace and mild Mercy beſt in her were ſhown, 
In him the rougher Virtues of the Throne; 
Of Juſtice She at home the Ballance held, ae 
Abroad, Oppreſſion by His Sword was quell'd ; 
The gen'rous Lion, and the peaceful Dove; 
The God of Battel, and the Queen of Love, 
Did in Their happy Nuptials well agree; e | 


Like Mars, He led our Armies out; and She 
With Smiles preſided o'er Her Native Sea! 

Such too their Meetings, when our Monarch came 
With Laurels loaden, and Immortal Fame; ith 
As when the God on Hemus quits his Arms, 
= Softning his Toils in Cyzherea's Charms: 
= Then with what Joy did She the Victor meet? 

And lay the Reins of Empire at his Feet? 

With the ſame Temper as the * Latian Hind 

Vas made Dictator, conquer'd, and reſign'd ; 

o Pallas from the duſty Field withdrew, 

And when Imperial Jove appear'd in View, | 
Reſum'd her Female Arts, the Spindle and the Clew : y 
Forgot the Scepter ſhe ſo well had ſway'd, 9 
nd with that Mildnefs, ſhe had Rul'd, Obey'd; 
leas'd with the Change, and unconcern'd as Jove, ę 

= hen in Diſguiſe: he Hu his Pow'r above, 
nd drowns all other Attributes in Love: — . 
Buch, mighty Sir, (if yet the ſacred Ear N 
of Majeſty in Grief vouchſafe to hear) n 
Vas the Loy'd Conſort of thy Crown and Bed. 
Our Joy while living ; our Deſpair now. Dead, 42 
=_ Yet tho' with Mary one Supporter fall, | 

WT hy Virtue can alone ſuſtain 2 Ball. 

f 5:by!/'s: Books, that Volume which remain'd 

he perfect Value of the whole retain de. 
hen in the fiery Carr Elijah fled, © 

His Spirit doubl'd on his Partner's Head : N 
po will thy People's Love, now Mary's gone, 
WU nite both Streams, and flow on Thee alone. 


Lucius Quintins, 
N 4 The 
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The grateful Senate with one Voice combine. 

To breath their Sorrows, and to comfort Thine, 

By bringing to thy View how Europe's Fate 

Does on = Counſels, and thy. Courage wait: 

Tye when the vaſtneſs of thy Grief they ſee, 
hey own tis juſt, and melt in Tears with thee, 
Bluſh not, great Soul, thus to reveal thy Woe 

Sighs will have vent, and Eyes too full o'er-flow ; 
Shed by Degrees, they paſs unfelt away | 

But raiſe a Storm and Deluge where they ſtay, 

The braveſt Heores have the ſofteſt Mind, 

Their Natures like the Gods, to Love inclin'd. 

Homer, who Human Paſſions nicely: knew, 

When his Illuſtrious Grecian Chief he drew, 

Left likewiſe in his Soul one mortal Part, 

Whence Love and Anguiſh too might reach his Heart, 
For a loſt Miſtreſs, in Deſpair he Hate, 

And let declining Troy ſtill ſtruggle with her Fate: 
But when the Partner of his Cares lay dead. 

Like a rous'd Lion, from his Tent he fled, | 
Whole Hecatombs of trembling . Trojans ſlew, 

And mangled FHectar at his Chariot, 3 2745 

Still greater is thy Loſs, — Be ſuch thy Rage, 

As conquer'd Gallia only may aſſwage. _ 

She who on Earth ſecur'd Thee by Her Prayer, 

Return'd — Heaven, ſhall prove thy Guardian Angel 

there; 211 54 LET r 

And hov'ring round Thee with her Heav'nly Shield, 
Unſeen protect Thee in the doubtful Field. 

Go then, by different Paths to Glory go, ö 


1 


The Church's both Eſtates with Mary. ſhow : 

And while above ſhe Triumps, Fight below. — 
'Tis done our Monarch to the Camp returns, — 

The Gallick Armies fly — Their Navy burns, « 

And Earth and: Seas all bow at his Command, g 

And Europe owns Her Peace from His Victorious Hand. 
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For the NRW- V EAR; To the Sun. 


Tutended to be Sung before Their  Majeftied 
on New-Yecars-Day, 1693. 


Written by Mr. PR 10 K 47 the Hague. 


Ight of the World, and Ruler of the Year, 
With happy Speed begin thy great Career; 
And as the Radiant Journey's run, {is known. 
WW here-e'er thy Beams are ſpread, where- e' er thy Power 
Through all the diſtant Nations own, 
That in Fair Albion thou haſt ſeen _ 
b The Greateſt Prince, the Brighteſt Queen, 
WT hat ever Say'd a People, ever Grac'd. a Throne, 


So may thy God-head' be confeſt,, ar 
So the returning Year. be bleſt, _ . 

As its. Infant Months beſtow 

Springing Wreaths for William's Brow x 

As its Summer's Youth ſhall ſhed 

Eternal Sweets-round Mary's Head : 

From the Bleſſings they ſhall know, 

Our Times are Dated, and our ZXra's moye; 
They Govern, and Enlighten all below,, 

As thou do'ſt all above. * 
Let our Heroe in the War 
Active and Fierce like Thee, appear; 

Like Thee, Great Son of Jove, like Thee, 

When clad in riſing Majeſty 
= Thou Marcheſt down o'er Delos Hills confeſt, 

With all thy Arrows Arm'd, with: all thy Glory Dreſt. 
Like Thee, the Heroe, does his Arms imploy, 
The raging Python to deſtroy, 

Who. And give the injur'd Nations Peace and Joy. 
* * N 5 From 
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From Ancient Time's Hiſtoric Stores - 
Sather all the ſmiling Hours, 
All that with Friendly 1 4 
Patriots and Kings in Rightful Wars, 
. All that with Conqueſt have rewarded 
His Great Fore-fathers Pious Cares, 
All that Story hath Recorded 
Sacred to Naſſau's long Renown, 
| For Countries Sack'd, and Battels Won. 
Cho. March Them again in fair Array, 
And bid them form the Happy Day, 
' The Happy Day deſign'd to wait 
On William's Fame, and Europe's Fate, 
. Let the Happy Day be Crown” 4 4h 
" With great Event and fair Succeſs, 
No brighter in the Year be found, | 
But that which brings the Victor hom in Peace. 
Again Thy Godhead we implore, 
{Great in Wiſdom as in Power) 
Again for Mary's fake and ours, 
Chuſe out other ſmiling Hours, 
Such as with lucky Wings have fled - 
When Happy Counfſels were adviſing, 
Such as have glad Omens ſhed _ 
O'er forming Laws and Empires riſing ; 
Such as many Luſtres ran 
Hand in Hand a goodly Train, 
To bleſs the Great Eliza's Reign, 
And in the Typic Glory ſhow hs 
The fuller Bliſs which Mary ſhould beſtow. 


As the Graver Hours advance, 
Mingled ſend into the Dance, 
Many fraught with all the Treaſures 
Which the Eaſtern Travel views, 
Many wing'd with all the Pleaſures 
Man can ask, or Heay'n diffuſe 
To eaſe the Care which for her Subjects ſake, 
The Pious Qu een does with glad Patience take. 
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cho. To let Her all the Bleſſings know | 
which from thoſe Cares upon Her Subjects flow, 


or thy own Glory Sing our Sov'raign's Praiſe, 
x (God of Verſes 342 of Days) , 5 
Let all thy Tuneful Sons adorn 5 
Their laſting Work with William's Name, 
Let choſen Muſes yet unborn 4394 
Take Mary's Goodneſs for their Theam + 
Eternal Structures let Them raiſe 
On William's and on Mary's Praiſe, 
Nor want new Subjects for the Song, 
Nor fear they can exhauſt the Store, 
Till Nature's Muſick lies unſtrung, 
'Till thou, ſhalt ſhine no. more. 


a 


The D U E L. 
By HENAT SAVIL, Eſq, Written ſoon after the Duel 


Is Milford-Lane, near to St. Clement's Steeple, 
There liv'd a Nymph, kind to all Chriſtian People. 


A Nymph ſhe: was, whoſe comely Mein and Feature. 


Did wound the Heart of every Man-like Creature. 
Under her Beauteous Boſom there did lye 7 
A Belly ſmooth as any Iyory. . _ 

Yet Nature, te declare her various Art, 

Had plac'd a-Tuft in one convenient part. 
No Park, with ſmootheſt Lawn, and higheſt o; 
Could e'er compare with this admir'd Aboad 5 _ _.. 
Here all the .Youth. of England did repair, 
To take their Pleaſure, and to eaſe their Care, 
Here the Diſtreſſed Lover, that had born 
His haughty Miſtreſs“ Anger, or her Scorn, 
Came ber Relief, and, on this pleaſant Shade, 
Forgot the former, and this Laſs obey'd, 
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But yet what corner of the World is found. | 
Where Pain our, Pleaſure doth not ſtill ſurround ? - 
One would have thought that in this ' ſhady Grove, 
Nought could. haye dwelt but Quiet, Peace, and Love; 
But Heav 'm directed otherwiſe, for here 
In midſt of Plenty bloody Wars appear. 
The Gods will frown where- ever they do ſmile; 
The Crocodile infeſts the fertile Nile 
Lions, and Tygers, in the Lesbian Plains, 
Forbid all Pleaſures. to the fearful Swains, 
Wild Beaſts in. Foreſts do, the Hunters fright, 
They fear their ruin, midſt of their delight. 
Thus, in the Shade of this dark ſilent Bower, 
Strength ftrives with, Strength, and Pow'r does vie 
with Pow'r,.. We; " 
Two mighty Monſters did the Wood infeſt, 
nd ſtruck ſuch awe and tei ror in the reſt, 
"hat no Sicilian Tyrant e'er could boaſt © 
He e'er with greater rigour rul'd the roaſt, 
Each had his Empire which he kept in awe, 
Was by bis Will obey'd; allow'd no Law. 
Nature ſo well divided had their States, | 
Nought but Ambition could bave claim'd their Seats; 
For twixt their Empires ſtood à Briny Lake, 
Deep as the Poets do the Center make. 
But here Ambition will admit no Bounds, 
There are no Limits to aſpiring Crowns. 
The Spaniard; by his Europe Conqueſts bold, 
Sails o'er the Ocean for the Indian Gold. 
The Carthaginian Hero did not ſtag 
Becauſe he met vaſt Mountains in his way. 
He paſt the Alhs, like Mole-Hills ; ſuch a Mind 
As thinks, on Conqueſts will be unconfin'd. 
But with theſe haughty Thoughts one courfe they bend, 
To try if this vaſt Lake had any end; 
Where finding Countries yet without a Name, 
They might by Conqueſt get eternal Fame: 
After long Marches, both their Armies tir'd, 
At length they find the Place fo, much admir'd. AM 
Kon Warrolg 212,00 = rue eee 
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When, in a little time, each. doth deſcry..* 
The glimps of an approaching Enemy: 8 
Each at the ſight with equal Pleaſure move. 


As we ſhould do in well-rewarded Love. 


Blood-thirſty Souls, whoſe. only erfe& Joy 


Conſiſts in what their Fury can deſtroy, 


And now both Armies do prepare to Fight, 


And each the other unto War incite. 


In vain, alas! for all the Force and Strength 
Was now conſumed. by their Marches length. . 
But the great Chiefs, impatient of delay, 


ht to try the Day. 
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By Mr. GLAN VIII. 


st true that Souls their Bodies do ſuryive 2. ,,.. 
Or does a Flam the. timorous World deceiye? 
When ſome dear Friend our dying Eyes has clos'd, 


And Life's laſt Day, Death's endleſs Ni 


When the eas'd Corps, like an o'er- 
At length ſet free, lies quiet in the Grave; 
Were it not wiſe: the Soul too to Eritomb !! C 
But muſt we ſtill endure Life's wretched Doom? 
Or happier do we die entire and whole. 


jade 


Leave no continuing Relict of a Soul? 


But when the vital Vapour of our Breath, 
Gaſp'd into Air, is Toft in Clouds and Death, 
We're gone, and all that was of us before, 


To any thing of Life is then no more? 


us we Periſh, and thus undergo 


Th approaching Lot of all things here below. 
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Time flies, and all the Sea or Sun goes round 
With ſure and quick Deſtruction ſhall confound, 
Swift as above the Stars, and Moon, and Sun, 
In hurrying Orbs their haſty Courſes run, 
We Poſt to Fate, nor when we diſappear 
Are we, or ever ſhall be, any where. | 
As ſhort-liv'd Smoak aſcending from the Flame, 
Hovers, diſſolves, and ne'er ſhall be again. 
As gather'd Clouds by fcattering Blaſts disjoin'd, 
Diſperſe and fly before the hoſtile Wind: 
So that thin fleeting thing Life paſſes o'er, 
So flows our Spirit out, and then's no more. 

After Death's nothing ; Death it ſelf is nought, 
' Th extreameſt Bound of a ſhort Race of Thought. 
Let Slaves and Fools their Fears and Hopes give o'er, 
Solicit and delude themſelves no more. 
Wou'd you know where you ſhall be after Death ? 
There, where you were before you ſuck'd in Breath, 
The Dead and the Unborn are juſt the ſame, | 
The Dead returning whence the Living came. 
Time takes us whole, throws all into the Grave; 
Death will no more the Soul than Body ſave. . 
For Hell and the damn'd Fiend that Lords it there, 
With all the Torments we ſo vainly fear, 
Are empty Rumours, melancholy Whims, 
Fantaſtick Notions, idle, frightful Dreams, 
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Honk Ack, Book I. Ode XII. 
Cam Tu, Lydia, Telephi, &c. cbs 


1 By the ſame Hand. 


revailing Charms, 
His roſie Neck, and his ſoft waxen Arms, 

Inhuman Lydia, wantonly you praiſe, | 

How cruelly my Jealous Spleen you raiſe? + 


HEN happy Strephon's too 


Anger 


« XY L444 _ << 
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Anger boils up in my hot labouring Breaft, 
Not to Be pid, au leſs to] be fate, 


Then 'twixt the Rage, the Fondneſs, and the Shame, 


Nor Speech, nor Thoughts, nor Locks remain the 


Fickle as my Mind my various Colour ſhews, [ſame, 
And with my Tide of Paſſion Ebbs and Flows; 
Tears ſtealing fall diſtill'd by ſoft Deſire, 2 
To ſnew the melting ſlowneſs of the Fire. 
in eee 
Ah! when I ſee that livid Neck betray _ 
The drunken Youth's too rudely wanton Play; 
When on thoſe paſſive Lips the mark I find 
Of frantick boiling Kiſſes left behind 
I rave to think theſe cruel Tokens ſhew 
Things I cannot miſtake, and wou'd not know. 
TH 44584 i} 4 x + | 


How fond's the Hope, how fooliſh and how vain, _ 


Of laſting Love from the ungrateful Swain? 
Who that ſoft Lip ſo roughly can invade? | 
Hurting with cruel Joy the tender Made. 
Quickly they're glutted who ſo fierce devour; - 
They ſuck the N ear, and throw by the Flower. 

| 1 v | ber 1 


But oh thrice happy they that equal move 

In an unbroken Yoak'of faithful Love? 
Whom no Complaint, no Strife, no Jealouſie. 
Sets from their gentle, grateful Bondage free; 

But ſtill they dear faſt mutual Slaves remain, 


Till unkind Death breaks the unwilling Chain. 
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Header, Book 1. Ode XXIII. 


Vi tas Hinnuleo ane fili chu. 
rt. By the ſame Hand. we 


| HEN, Chloe, by our Slave putſu'd,.. 
wW Why ſhould 1 05 fo faſt pork ky 
So the ſtray'd Fawn i' th! 1 . Wood: | 


renten nen n 


Each Noiſe para and all things add 

ö New Terror to her Fear; 

She ſtarts at ey'ry dancing Shade, 
Each l of {inging Ab... 


With ev "ry, 14 each Buſh that Kae l 
| Throughout, the murmuring Grove; 
Her Sympathetick Heart partakes, 

She ne as Hoy move. 


Fond Maid, unlike 1 Wolf and boar. s 
1 hunt not to Deſtroy: Talk 

My utmoſt Prey wou'd be no more 

Than you migbe give with J oy. 


Urg'd on by ſoft and gentle Love, | 
I harmleſsly purſue: Tore | 
Your Flight to me may cruel prove, 
But not my Chaſe to you. 


Ceaſe idle Dreams of fancy 'd Harms, | 

To Childiſh/ Fears Frapans; | | 
Leave running to thy Mother's Arms 
| Who n now. art fit for _ 
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An Account of the Greateſt 


; To Mr. H. S. April 3, 1694. 5 


By Mr. Jo. ADDIS OW. . 


8 deareſt Harry, you will needs requeſt 

A ſhort Account of all the Muſe-poſſeſt | 

That, down from Chaucer's days to Dryden's Times, 

Have ſpent their noble Rage in Britiſh Nhimes; 

Without more Preface, wrote in formal length, 

To ſpeak the Undertaker's want of Strength, 

1'll try to make their ſev'ral Beauties known, 

Aud ſhow their Verſes worth, tho“ not my own. | 
Long had our dull Fore-fathers ſlept Supine, 

Nor felt the Raptures of the tuneful Nine; 

Till Chaucer irt, a merry Bard, aroſe; ak 

And many a Story told in Rhime, and Proſe, 

But Age has ruſted what the Poet writ, | 

Worn out his Language, and obſcur'd his Wit: 

In vain he Jeſts in his unpoliſh'd Strain, 

And tries to make his Readers laugh in vain. 
Old Spencer next, warm'd with Poerick Rage, 

In antick Tales amus'd a barb'rous Age; 

An Age that yet uncultivate and rude, _ 

Where-e'er the Poet's Fancy led, purſu'd _ 

Thro' pathleſs Fields, and unfrequented Floods, 

To Dens of Dragons, and enchanted Woods. 

But now the myſtick Tale, that pleas'd of Yore, 

Can charm an underſtanding Age no more; 

The long-ſpun Allegories fulſom gro Fcp. 

While the dull Mortal lyes too pin below. 

We view well-pleas'd at diſtance*all the Sights 4 

Of Arms and Palfries, Battels, Fields and Fights, 5 

And Damſels in Diftreſs, and Courteous Knights. . 


* 
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- But when we look too near, the Shades decay, 
And all the pleaſing Landſchape fades away. 

Great Cowley then (a mighty Genius) wrote; 
O'er-run with Wit, and laviſn of his Thought: 
His Turns too cloſely on the Reader preſs: 
He more had pleas'd us, had he pleas'd us leſs. 
One glitt ring Thought no ſooner ſtrikes our Eyes 
With filent Wonder, but new Wonders riſe. 
As in the Milky-way a ſhining: White | 
Ober- flows the Heay'ns, with one continu'd Light; 
That not a ſingle Star can ſhew his Rays, 
Whilſt jointly Al promote the Common-Blaze. 
Pardon, Great Poet, that I dare to name. 
Th' unnumber'd Beauties of thy Verſe with blame; 
Thy Fault is only Wit in its exceſs, 
But Wit like thine in any Shape will pleaſe, 
What Muſe but thine cou'd equal Hints inſpire, 
And fit the Deep-mouth'd Pindar to thy Lyre : 
Pindar, whom others in a labohr'd Strain, 
And forc'd Expreſſion, imitate in vain? 
Well-pleas'd in thee he Soars with new Delight, 
And Plays in more unbounded Verſe, and takes 2 

„ METCCTSY 12+. 

Bleſt Man! whoſe ſpotleſs Life and charming Lays 
Employ'd the tuneful Prelate in thy Praiſe: 
Bleſt Man! who now ſhalt be for ever known, 
In Sprat's ſucceſsful Labours and thy own. _ 

But Milton next, with high and haughty Stalks, 
Unfetter'd in 'Majeſtick Numbers walks; | 
No vulgar Heroe can his Muſe ingage ; | 
Nor Earth's wide Scene confine his hallow'd Rage. 
See! ſee, he upward Springs, and Tow'ring high 
Spurns the dull Province of Mortality; 
Shakes Heav'n's eternal Throne with dire Alarms, 
And ſets th* Almighty Thunderer in Arms. 
What-e'er his Pen deſcribes I more than fee, 
Whilſt ev'ry Verſe, array'd in Majeſty, | 
Bold, and ſublime, my whole Attention draws, 
And ſeems above the Criticks nicer Laws. 


* How 
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How are you ſtruck with Terror and Deligbt. 

When Angel with Arch-Angel copes in Fight! 

When Great Meſſiab's out- ſpread Banner ſhines, 

How does the Chariot 'tattle in his Lines 0 

What Sounds of Brazen Wheels, what Thunder, ſcare, 

And ſtun the Reader with the Din of War! 7 

With Fear my Spirits and my Blood retire, 

To ſee the Seraphs ſunk in Clouds of Fire; 

But when, with:eager Steps, from hence Friſe, 

And view the firſt gay Scenes of Paradiſe; ; 

What Tongue, what Words of Ra can expreſs 

A Viſion ſo profuſe of pleaſantneſs. ne 

Oh had the Poet ne' er prophan'd his Pen, | 

To yarniſh o'er the Guilt of faithleſs Men; 

His other Works might have deſery'd Applauſe ! 

But now the Language can't ſupport the Cauſe; ' 

While the clean — tho” ſerene and bright, 

Betrays a Bottom odious to the Sight. 010 

But now my Muſe a ſofter Strain rehearſe, 

Turn ev'ry Line with Art, and ſmooth thy Verſe; 

The Courtly Waller next Commands thy La ys, 

Muſe tune thy Verſe, with Art, to Waller's Praiſe. 

While tender Airs and lovely Dames inſpire 

Soft melting Thoughts, and propagate Deſire; 

So long ſhall Walter's Strains our Paſſion moye, 

And Sachariſſa's Beauties kindle Love, ' 

Thy Verſe, Harmonicus'Bard,: and flatt'ring Song, 

Can;make the Vanquiſh'd Great, the Coward Strong, 

Thy Verſe can ſhow een Cromwell's Innocence, 

And Compliment the Storms that bore him henee. 

Oh had thy Muſe not come an Age too ſoon, 

But ſeen 2 Naſſau on the Britiſh Throne! 

How had his Triumphs glitter'd in thy Page, 

And warm'd thee to a more exalted Rage! 

What Scenes of Death and Horror had we viewed, 

And how had Boin's wide Current reek'd in Blood? 

Or if Maria's Charms thou wou'dſt rehearſe, 

In ſmoother. Numbers and a ſofter Verſe; | 

Thy Pen had well deſcrib'd her graceful Air, | 

And Gloriana wou'd have ſeem'd more Fair, | © > 
Ft Nor 


That makes evin Rules a noble Poetry: 


— 


But Juſtice till demands one Labour more: 


While Cooper's Hill Commands the neighb'ring Plains, 


The ſweeteſt Numbers, and the fitteſt Words. 


Me ſee his Army ſet in juſt Array, 
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Nor muſt Roſcommon paſs heglected b, 


Rules whoſe deep Senſe and Heav'nly Numbers op, 
The beſt of Criticks, and of Poets too. 
Nor, Denham, muſt we e' er forget thy Strains, 


But ſee where artful Dryden next appears, 
Grown old in Rhime, but Charming ev'n in Years, 
Great Dryden next! whoſe tuneful Muſe affords 


Whether in Comick Sounds or Tragick Airs 

She forms her Voice, ſhe moves our Smiles or Tears, 

If Satire or Heroick Strains ſhe! writes, 

Her Heros pleaſes, and her Satire bites. 

From her no harſh, unartful Numbers fall, 

She wears all Dreſſes, and ſhe Charms in all: 

How might we fear our Engliſh Poetry, | 

That. long has floutiſh'd; ſhou'd decay with thee ; 

Did not the Muſes other Hope appear, 

Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our Fear, 

Congreve! whoſe Fancy's unexhauſted Store 

Has given already much, and promis'd more. 

Congreve ſhall ſtill preſerve thy Fame alive, 

And Dryden's Muſe ſhall in his Friend ſurvive, . 
I'm tir'd with Rhiming, and wou'd fain give o'er, 


The Noble Montague remains unnam d. 

For Wit, for Humour, and for Judgment fam'd; 
To Doxſet he directs his artful Muſe, 

In Numbers ſuch as -Dorſer's ſelf might uſe. 

Now negligently Graceful he unreins | 
His Verſe, and writes in looſe familiar Strains 
How Naſſau's Godlike Acts adorn his Lines, \ 
And all the Heroe in full-Glory Shines. 


And Bojn's Dy'd Waves run Purple to the Sea. 
Nor Simois choak'd with Men, and Arms, and Blood; 
Nor rapid X4nthus* celebrated Flood, 
Shall longer be the Poer's higheſt Themes, [Streams 
Tho' Gods and Heroes fought, promiſcuous in thei 
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But 
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But now, to Naſſau's ſecret Councils rais'd, 
He Aids the Heroe, whom before he Prais'd. 


Pve done at length; and now, Dear Friend, receive 
The laſt poor Preſent that my Muſe can give," 11 
1 leave the Arts of Poetry and Verſe. 0929} &1 
| To them that practiſe em with more Sucteſs. | 

of greater Truths I'll now prepare to tell, 

And ſo at once, Dear Friend and Muſe, Farewell, 


. 
. 
" * 
" . 
— ” 


On the Happineſs of a Retir'd LIE. 


By Mr. CAA RLES DRYDE v. | Saut % 
bis Father from Italy. | 


— 


A® in a Shipwreck ſome poor Sailor toſt, 
By the rude Ocean on a Foreign, Coaſt, 
Vows to the Gods, he never more for Gain | 
Will tempt the Danger of the Faithleſs Mann 
But hugs himſelf upon the friendly Shoar, ' ' 5 
And loves to hear the raging Billows roar, — 
That ſpend their Malice, and can hurt no more. 0 
Juſt ſo the Wretch, who can no longer ſtand 
The Shocks of Fortune, and is wreck'd at Land; 
Lays down the Burden of his Cares, to find 
A Solitary Place, and Quiet Mind: BORE In BY 
Chuſing Content with Poverty to meet, | 
Before a Fortune, infamouſly great. 
Thus, in reſpect of Gold and Silver, Poor, 
ut rich in Soul, and Virtue's better Store: 
e Digs in Nature's Mines, and from her Soil 

Ke Reaps the nobleſt Harveſt of his Toil; 
Kis Thoughts mount upward to their Mother Sky, 
And, purg'd from Droſs, exert th” Etherial Energy; at 
he dusky Proſpect of his Life grows clear, 
ind Golden Scenes of Happineſs appear. 


a Then 
| 


od; 


ms, 
heit 


And Luſt, and Pride, the Mother of Diſdain, 


And ſilent Eaſe, with all their quiet Kind, 


And Peace, with downy Wings, ſits brooding on his 1 
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Then from the Summit of Philoſophy, f 


1 


Secure himſelf, Mankind he may deſcry, 
Induſtrious in the Search of their own Miſery, 
Like moiling Ants, in various Paths they run, 
And ſtrive in vain the Rubs of Life to ſnun. 
To different Ends their Actions they addreſs, 
Which meet, and center in Unhappineſs. 
One toils, and ſtruggles, in Purſuit of Fame, 
And graſps, with Greedineſs, an empty Name: 
Wing'd with Ambition, others ſoar fo high, 
They fall, and cannot bear. ſo thin a Sky 2 
This Wretch, like Crœſus, in the midſt of Store 
Sits ſadly. Pining, and believes he's Poor. 
The wiſe Man laughs at all their Pains, ſecure 
From lording Paſſions, which thoſe Fools endure. 
Deſpair and Hope are baniſh'd from his Breaft ; 
Agues, and Feavers, that allow no Reſt: . 
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And thirſt of Honour, with her anxious Train, 

No longer warring, Peace of Soul deny, | 

But Exiſes.of the Mind their once- lov'd Manſions fly. 
Nor Love miſplac'd, nor. Malice, now controul 
Right Reaſon's uſe, the Guardian of the Soul. 

The Thoughts unbiaſs'd, and no longer toſt, 

Of ſolid Judgment now ſecurely boaſt. 

His fierce, unruly Race of Paſſions die, 

And the free'd Soul aſſerts her Liberty. 

Inſtead of inward War, ſweet Peace of Mind, 
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The noble Regions of his Heart regain; 
And with a calm and gentle Empire reign, 
Silence becomes an amicable Gueſt, [Breaſt: iſ 


Soft Hours paſs over, yoid of Noiſe and Strife, 

And gentlyMratft him to the Verge of Life: 

While in a ſlow, and regular Decay 

Death ſteals, unfelt, upon his ſetting Day : 

As mellow Fruits, ungather'd, drop away. 

Bleſt Solitude! O harmleſs, eaſie State 

Entrencht in Wiſdom, from the Storms of Fate. ; ; 
NY | ; Thus BY 


— 
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Thus on a bleaky Cliff, the regal Tree, 
Aſſail'd by Winds, and Heav'ns Inclemency, 
Expands lis Branches o'er the Clouds, above 
Their Blaſts, unmov'd as his Immortal Jove. 
The Gods ſmile on us, and propitious are, 
When Prudence does our Actions firſt prepare. 
The Stroaks of Fortune Fools alone endure; 
The Wiſe and Virtuous can themſelves ſecure. 
This Charles of Spain, and Diocletian knew, 
Who timely from the conquer'd World withdrew; 
Oppreſt with Fame, they laid the Burthen, down, 
Abd wiſely, for Content, exchang'd a Crown. ;_ 
Lords. of themſelves, and of their Paſſions grown, 
They made new Realms and Conqueſts of their own :, 
Nor had they need more Nations to ſubdue, , 
Themſelves were Emperors. and Empires too: 
Th' exterior Shows of Greatneſs they declin'd, 
And for an Eden loſt, gain'd Paradiſe of Mind. 
= Ey/um juſtly was by Poets feign' d.,. 
WA Seat which none but quiet Souls obtain'd. 
sweet Myrtle Groves (where Birds for ever ſing) | 
And Meadows ſmiling with Immortal Spring; 
Were ſecret Manſions of Eternal Reſt, 
ind made Retirements for the Pious Bleſt. 
O] that kind Heav'n wou'd grant me a Retreat 
(Before I die) in ſome ſweet Country Seat: 

or (if my Wiſhes have too large a Bound) 

n humble Cottage fenc'd with Oſiers round, | 
BEV here Silver Streams in Flow'ry Valleys glide, 
nd rows of Willows deck the River Side. 
D with what Pleaſure wou'd my Soul forego 
his Riot of a Life! this Pomp of Woe! 
-ppply'd wich Food which Nature's Bounty gave, 
In need of nothing, nothing wou'd 1 crave; 
y future Actions ſhou'd my paſt Redeem, 
ud all my Life be ſuited to my Theme. 
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To my Lady Du RS LE v, 0n ber 
Reading Milton's Paradiſe Loſt. 
148 f 4 a | IT 75 45 . , 


B39 Mr. PRIOR, N | 
ERE reading how fond Adam was betray'd, 
And how by Sin Eve's blaſted Charms decay'd, 
Our common Loſs unjuſtly you complain; 
Small is that Part of it which you ſuſtain, 
You ſtill (fair amen in your Offspring trace 
The Stock of Beauty deſtin'd for your Race; 
Kind Nature, Forming them, the Features took 
From Heav'n's own Work, in Eve's original Look, 
You," happy Saint, the Serpent's Pow'r controul, 
Whilſt ſcarce one actual Guilt defiles your Soul: 
And Hell does o'er your Mind vain Triumphs boaſt, 
Which gains a Heav'n, for Earthly Eden loſt. 
With equal Virtue had frail Eve been arm'd, 
In vain the Fruit had bluſh'd, the Serpent charm'd: 
Our Bliſs by Penitence had ne'er been bought; 
Adam had never faln, or Milton wrote, 
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Upon the Poems of the Engliſh Ovid Bi » 
Anacreon, Pindar and Virgil, Azz+ 
Ham CowLE V, in Imitation of Vii», 

own Pindarick Odem. 2 


By T. 8 n A T. whe 


Ul E T all this meaner Rout of Books ſtand by, 
| The common People of our Library; 
Let them make way for Cowley's Leaves to come, 
And be hung up within this Sacred Room: 1 1 
| | 1 


[| 
4.3 
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Let no prophane Hands break the Chain, 
Or give them unwiſh'd Liberty again. 
But let this Holy Relick be laid here, 
With the ſame Religious Care, 
As Numa once the Target kept, 
Which down from Heav'n — , 
Tuſt ſuch another is this Book, | 
Which its Original from Divine Hands took, 
And brings as much good too, to thoſe that on it look. 
But yet in this they differ, that cou'd be | 
Eleyen times likened by a mortal Hand, 
But this which here doth ſtand 
j Will never any of its own ſort ſee, | 
Ws But muſt ſtill live without ſuch Company. 
* For never yet was Writ, RT | 
Wn the two learned Ages which Time left behind, 
k Nor in this ever ſhall we find, | | 
L Nor any one like to it, ; 
f all the numerous Monuments of Wit. 
| „ . 
Cowley ! What God did fill thy Breaſt, 
And . thy Hand t' Indite? 
(For God's a Poet too. 
He doth create, and fo do you) | 
; Or elſe at leaſt 3 NR 
hat Angel fate upon thy Pen when thou didſt write; 
There he fate and moy'd thy Hand 1 
As proud of his Command, 3 2 
As when he makes the dancing Orbs to reel, © 
And ſpins out Poetry from Heaven's Wheel. 
Thy Hand too, like a better Sphear, hear. 
ves us more faviſhing Muſick, made for Men i ; 
Thy Hand too like the Sun which Angels moy | 
Has the ſame Influence from aboye, 
Produces Gold and Sityer of a nobler Kind; 
Of greater Price and more refin d. [Race, 
t in this it exceeds the Sun, 't has no de enerate , 
Brings forth no Lead, nor any thing fo baſe, a 


e, 
\ . 
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Vor. IV. 0 III. What 
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III. 
v hat holy veſtal Hearth, 
What Immortal Breath, 
Did give ſo pure Poetick Flame its Birth? 
Juſt ſuch a Fire as thine, 
Of ſuch an unmixt glorious Shine, 
Was Prometheas's Flames, 
Which from no leſs than Heay'n came, 
Along he brought the ſparkling Coal, 
From ſome Cœleſtial Chimney ſtole, 
Quickly the plundred'Stars he left, 
And as he haſtned down 
With the robb'd Flames his Hands Al ſhone, 
And ſeem'd as if they were burnt for the Theft. 
Thy Poetry's compounded of the ſame, 
Such a bright era Flame, 
Juſt ſo temper'd is th y Rage, 
Thy Fires as light and pure as they, 
And go as high as his did. if not 1 
That thou ma "ſt ſeem to us | 
A true Prometheus, = 4 


Bat that thou didſt nct Rod the leaſt Spark of thy 


Such as us was F. Verſe. 

Which he did to the lift ning; Fiſh rehearſe 
Which when they Heard ay;d on his Lute, 
They firſt curſt Nature that ſſie made them mute. 
So noble were his Lines, wich made the very Ware 
Strive, to turn his Slaves, | 

Lay dbwn their. boiſterous Noiſe, | 3 
d- © Hoa to his Harmonious Voice, © | 
Which made the Sirens lend! their Ear, 
And from bis{weeter Tunes ſome Treachery fear; 
Which made the Do 5: proud, 
That ke was allow“ 
With Atlas, the great, Porter of the Sie ies, to take 
Such Heav'mly Muſick u p, and carry; *t6n his Back, 
So full and fu 17 Words ery 1 
Aud, with che — Majebick — flow, 10 | 
1 
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Yet his Verſe only carry'd him o' er the Seas 
But there's a very Sea of Wit in theſe, 
As Salt and Boundleſs as the other Ocean is. 
| V. 
Such as thine are, was great Amphion's Song, 
Which brought the wond' ring Stones along; 
5 The wond'ring Stones skipt from their Mother Earth, 
7 And left their Father cold, as his firſt Breath, 
They roſe, and knew not by what magick Force they 
So were his Words, ſo plac'd his Sounds, [hun 
Which forc'd the Marbles riſe from out their Gebel, 
Which cut and carved, made them ſhine, 
A Work which can be out-done by none but thine, 
The amazed Poet ſaw the Building riſe, 
And knew not how to truſt his Eyes : 
The willing Mortar came, and all the Trees 
Leapt into Beams he ſees. 
He' ſaw the Streets appear, | 
Streets, that muſt needs be Harmonions there: 
He ſaw the Walls dance round t his Pipe, 
The Glorious Temple ſhew its Head, 
He ſaw the Infant City ripe, _ 
And all like the Creation'by a Word was Bred. 
So great a Verſe is thine, which tho? it will not raiſe_ 
Marble Monuments to thy Praiſe ; 
Yet 'tis no matter, Cities they. muſt fall, 
And ' Houfes, by the greateſt Glutton Time be eaten 


— 


Which Fire cannot devour, nor purifie, 
Which Sword and Thunder doth defie, 
As round, and full, as the great Circle of Etetnity. 


To thee the Fngliſþ Tongue doth owe, 
That it need not ſeek | 
For Eleganey from the'round-mouth'd Greek; 
To thee, that Roman Poets now may hide, 
In their own Latium, their Head: 
To thee, that our enlarged Speech can ſhew, 
Far more than the three weſtern Daughters born 
Out of the Aſhes of the Roman Urn: 


But thy Verſe builds a Fame for thee, lall z 


O 2 Daughb⸗ 
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Daughters Born of a Mother, which did yield to admit 
The aduilterate Seed of ſeveral Tongues with it: 
More than the ſmooth Izalian, tho“ Nature gave 
That Tongue in Poetry a Genius to have, 
And that ſhe might the better fit it to't, 
Made the very Land a Foot, 
More than the Spaniſh, tho* that in one Maſs, 
The Moriſh, Jewiſh, Gothiſh Treaſures has, 
And juſt as in their Kingdom, in their Tongue, 
Moſt Quarters of the Earth together throng. 
More than the Courtly French, tho? that Hoch pace, 
And not Trot o'er the Tongue its Race : 

That has not any Thing, ſo elaborate Wit; 

Tho? it by its ſliding ſeems to have more Gil in it. 
Thy Soul hath gone thro? all the Muſes Track; 
Where never Poets Feet were ſeen before, 
Hath paſs'd thoſe Sands where others left their 

| [ Wrecks, 

And Sailed an- Ocean through, which ſome thought 

; [had no Shore, 
Thy Spirit has diſcover'd all Poetry ; 
Thou found'ſt no Tropicks in the Poets Sky, 


More than the Sun can do, haſt brought à ſacred 


| Flower 
To Mount Parnaſſus; and haſt open'd to our Hand 
Apollo's Holy Land, | 
Which yet hid in the frigid Zone did lye. 
Thou haſt Sail'd the Muſes Globes 


Not as the other Drake, or Ca'ndiſh did, to Rob. 


Thou haft broughs home the Treaſure too, 
Which yet no Spaniard can claim his due: 
Thou haft ſearch'd thro? every Creek, 
From the Eaff- Indies of the Poets World, the Greet, 
To the America of Wit, 
Which was laſt known, and has moſt Gold in it, 
That Mother-Tongue which we do ſpeed, 


This World thy greater Spirit has run through, 
Age view'd and-conquer'd too, 
A Wo 


as round and large as th other is, 
jy” | And 
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And yet in it there can be no Antipodes, 
For none hereafter may contrary to you. 
II, 
Poets till now deſerv'd Excuſe, not Praiſe, 
Till now the Muſes liv'd in Taverns, and the Bays 
That they were truly Trees did ſhew, 
Becauſe by ſucking Liquor they did only grow. 
Verſes were counted Fiction, and a Lie 
The very Nature of good Poetry. 

He was a Poet that cou'd ſpeak leaſt Truth: 
Sober and grave Men ſcorn'd the Name, 
Which once was thought the greateſt Fame. 

Poets had nought elſe of Apollo, but his Youth : 

Few ever ſpake in Rhime, but that their Feet 

The Trencher of ſome liberal Man might meet, 

Or elſe they did ſome rotten Miſtreſs paint, 

Call her their Goddeſs, or their Saint. 
Tho* contrary in this, they to their Maſter run, 
For the great God of Wit, the Sun, 

When he doch ſhew his Miſtreſs, the white Moon, 
He makes her Spots, as well as Beauty, to be ſhewn. 
'Till now the Siſters were too Old, and therefore grew 

Extreamly Fabulous too : 
Till you, Sir, came, they were deſpis'd; 
They were all Heathens yet, 
Nor ever into the Church could get; 
And tho' they had a Font ſo long, yet never were 
VIII. [ Baptiz'd. 
You, Sir, have rais'd tie Price of Wit, 
By bringing in more Store of it : 
Poetry, the n, of Arts, can now 
Reign, without diſſembling too. 


0 Q — — 5 
—— my 


3 You have ſhewed a Poet muſt not needs be bad; 
I That one may be Apollo's Prieſt, 
And be fill'd with his Oracles, without being Mad : 
Till now, Wit was a Curſe (as to Lot's Wife, 
'Twas to be turn'd to Salt) 
Becauſe it made Men lead a Life, | | 
Which was nought elſe but one continual Fault, : 


O 3 | You 
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You firſt the Muſes to the Chriſtians brought, 

And you then firſt the holy Language taught : 

In you good Poetry and Divinity meet, 

Lou are the firſt Bird of Paradiſe with Feet. 
IX. 

Your Miſcellanies do appear, 

Juſt ſuch another glorious indigeſted Heap, 

* As the firſt Maſs was, where ; 

All Heav'ns and Stars incloſed were, 
Before hey each one to their place did leap. 
Before God the great Cenſor them beſtow'd, 

According to their Ranks, in ſeveral Tribes abroad 

Whilſt yet Sun and Moon 

Were in perpetual Conjunction: 

Whilſt all the Stars were but one Milky Way, 

And in natural Embraces lay. 

Whilſt yet none of the Lamps of Heav'n might 
Call this their own, and that another's Light, 
o glorious a Lump is thine, 

Which Chymiſtry may EY but not refine : 
So mixt, ſo pure, 8 united does it ſhine, 

A Chain of Sand, of which each Link is all Divine. 

— a - A | : 
Thy Miſtreſs ſhews, that Cupid is not always Blind, 
Where we a pure exalted Muſe do find, 

Such as may well become a_glorified Mind, 

Such Songs tune Angels when they Love, 

And do make Courtſhip to ſome Siſter Mind aboye, 
(For Angels need not ſcorn ſuch ſoft Deſires, 
Seeing thy Heart is touch'd with the ſame Fires.) 

So when they cloath themſelyes in Fleſh, 

And their Light in ſome human Shapes do dreſs, 

(For which they fetch'd Stuff from the Neighbour- 
| ling Air:) 

So when they ſtoop, to like ſome * Fair, 

Such Words, ſuch Odes as thine they uſe, 
With ſuch ſoft Strains, Love into her Heart infuſe. 

Thy Love is on the Top, if not above Mortality; 

Clean, and from Corruption free, 


Such as Affections in Eternity ſhall be; 


Which 
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W hich ſhall remain unſpotted there, 
Only to ſhew what once they were: 
Thy Cupid's Shafts all Golden are; | 
Thy Venus has the Salt, * not the Froth o'th' Sea, 
| | I. | 
Thy high Pindaricłs ſoar 
So high, where never any Wing 'till now could get; 
And yet thy Wit 
Doth ſeem 10 great, as thoſe that do fly lower. 
Thou ſtand'ſt on Pindar's Back; 
And therefore thou a higher Flight doſt take: 
Only thou art the Eagle, he the Wren, 
Thou haſt brought him from the Duſt, 
And made bim live again. 
Pindar has left his Barbarous Greece, and thinks it juſt 
To be led by thee to the Engliſh Shore; 
An Honour to him: Alexander did no more, 
Nor ſcarce ſo much, when he did ſave his Houſe be- 


When his Word did aſſwage (fore, 
A warlike Army's violent Rage: | 
Thou haſt given to his Name, er Flame, 


Than that great Conqueror ſav'd him from, a bright- 
He only left ſome Walls where Pindar's Name might 
W hich with Time and Age decay : [ſtay, 
But thou. haſt made him once again to live 
Thou didſt to him new Life and Breathing give. 
And as in the laſt Reſurrection, 
Thou haſt made him riſe more glorious, and put on 
More Majeſty; a greater Soul is given to him, by you, 
Than ever he in happy Thebes or Greece could ſhew. 
; 14597 XII. Nen 
Thy David too — 
But hold thy headlong Pace, my Muſe; 
None but the Prieſt himſelf doth uſe 
Into the holy'ſt Place to go. 
Check thy young Pindarick Heat, | 
Which makes thy Pen too much to Sweat; 
Tis but an Infant yet, or a 
And juſt now left the Teat, W 
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By de matchleſs Pattern Nurſt: 
Therefore it is not fit, : 

That it ſhould dare to ſpeak fo much at firſt, 
No more, no more for ſhame, 

Let not thy Verſe be as his Worth is, Infinite : 


It is enough that thou haſt learn'd, and ſ. mn thy Fa- 
| [ther's Name, 


He that thinks, Sir, he can enough praiſe you, 
Had need of brazen Lungs and Forehead too. 


— — 5 


News from NEWCASTLE. 


E a perfect World, has Indies too; 
Correct your Maps, Newcaſtle is Peru- 
Let haughty Spaniards triumph till 'tis cold; 
Our ſooty Minerals purifie his Gold. 
This will ſublime and hatch th' abortive Oar, 
When the Sun tires, and Stars can do no more, 
No Mines are currant, unrefin'd and groſs; 

Coals make the Sterling, Nature but the Droſs, 
For Metals, Bacchus-like, two Births approve, 
Heaven's heat's the Semele, and ours the Jove. 
Thus Art does poliſh Nature, 'tis the Trade; 

So every Madam has a Chamber-maid. f 
Who'd dote on Gold, a thing ſo ſtrange and odd! 
"Tis moſt contemptible when made a God. 

All Sin and Miſchiefs it does raiſe and ſwell; * 
One India more would make another Hell. 

Our Mines are Innocent, nor will the North 
Tempt frail Mortality with too much worth, 

Their Art ſo precious, rich enough to fire 

A Lover, yet make no Idolater. 

The moderate Value of our guiltleſs Ore 

Makes no Man Atheiſt, nor no Woman Whore. 
Yea, why ſhould hallow'd Veſtals ſacred Shrine 
Deſerye more honour than a flaming Mine ? 


Theſe 
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Thefe pregnant Wombs of heat would fitter be, 
Than a few Embers for a Deity. 
Had he our Pits, the Perſian would admire 
No Sun, but warm's Deyotion at our fire : 
He'd leave the rambling Traveller, and prefer 
Our profound Vulcan above Phabus' Car, 
For, wants he Heat, or Light, or would have ſtore 
Of both? 'tis here: What can the Sun give more? 
Nay, what's the Sun, but in a different Name, 
A nobler Coal-pit, or a Mine of Flame ? 
Then let this Truth reciprocally run, 
The Sun's Heaven's Coalery, and Coals our Sun: 
A Sun that ſcorcheth not, lock'd up i'th' deep; 
The Lion's chain'd, the Bandog is aſleep. 
That Tyrant-fire which uncontroul'd do's rage, 
Is here confin'd, like Bajazet in's Cage: 
For in each Coal-pit there does couchant dwell 
A muzled tna, or an harmleſs Hell, 
That Cloud but kindled, light you'll ſoon deſcry, 
Then will a Day break from the gloomy Sky; 
Then you'll unbutton, though December blow, 
And ſweat i'th* midſt of Icicles and Snow: 
The Dog days then at Chriſtmas; thus is all 
The Year made June and Æquinoctial. 

If heat offend, our Pits afford you ſhade ; 
The Summer's Winter, Winter's Summer made; 
A Coal-pit's both a Ventidu@ and Stove ; 
What need we Baths? we need no Bower nor Grove. 
Such Pits and Caves were Palaces of old, 
Poor Inns, God wot, yet in an Age of Gold; 
And what would now be thought a ſtrange Deſign, 
To build a Houſe, was then to undermine.. 
People liv'd under Ground, and happy Dwellers 
Whoſe loftieft Habitations were all Cellars :. 
Thoſe Primitive times were innocent, for then 
Man, who turn'd after Fox, but made his Den. 

But, ſee a Sail of — trim and fine, 
To Court the rich Infanta of the Mine; 
Hundreds of bold Leanders do confront, | 
For this lov'd Hero, the rough Helleſpont; 8 

| 05 "Tis 


That they may treaſure up our 


Tis an Armado Royal does engage 
For ſome new Hellen with this Equipage; 
Prepar'd too, ſhould we their Addreſſes bar, 
To force their Miſtreſs, with a ten Lears War: 
But that our Mine's a common Good, a Joy 
Made not to ruin, but entich our Troy. "34S 
But oh! theſe bring it with *em, and conſpire 
To pawn that Idol for our Smoak and Fire. 
Silver but Ballaſt, this they bring on Shore, 

A re. 
For this they venture Rocks and Storms, defie 
All the extremity of Sea and Sky. 
For the glad purchaſe of this precious Mold, 
Cowards dare Pyrates, Miſers part with Gold. 
Hence is it, when the doubtful Ship ſets forth, 
The Naving needle till directs her North; 
And Nature's ſecret Wonder to atteſt | 
Our India's Worth, diſcards both Eaſt and Weſt 
For Tyne; nor only Fire commends this Spring, 
A Coal-pit is a Mine of every thing, 
We link a Jack-of-All-trades Shop, and ſound 
An Inverſe Burſe, an Exchange under Ground. 
This Proteus-earth converts to what you'll ha't, 
Now you may wear't to Silk, now turn't to Plate: 
And, what's a Metamorphoſis more dear, 
Diſſolve it, and *twill turn to Tondon-Beer. 
And whatſoe'er that gaudy City boaſts, 


Each Month does drive to our attractive Coaſts : 


We ſhall exhauſt their Chamber, and devour _ 
Their Treaſures at Guild-Hall, and Mint i'th* Tower, 


Our Stayth's their Mortgag'd Streets will ſoon. divide, : 


Blazon their Cornhill-ftella, ſhare Cheap-ſide. 
Thus ſhall our Coal-pits, Charity and Pity, 
At diſtance undermine and fire the City. 
Should we exact, they'd pawn their Wives, and treat 
To ſwoop thoſe Coolers for our ſoverain Heat. 
Bove kiffes and embraces fire controuls ; 
No Venus heightens like a Peck of Coals. 
Medea was the Drug of ſome old Sire; 
And Zſon's Bath a Tully Sea-coal fre. 

| Chunneys 
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Chimneys are old Mens Miſtreſſes, their Sins 
A modern Dalliance- with their ane Shins 
To all Defects a Coal- pit gives a Curem 
Gives Youth to Age, and Raiment to the Poor. 
Pride firſt wore Cloathes, Nature diſdains attire; 
She made us naked, cauſe ſhe gave us Fire. 
Full W harffs are Ward-robes, and the Taylor's charm 
Belongs to th' Collier, he muſt keep us warm. 
The quilted Alderman in all's Aray | 
Finds but cold comfort in a Summers-day ; 
Girt, wrapt, and muffled, yet with all this ſtir 
Scarce warm, when ſmother'd in his drouſie Fur; 
Nor proof againft keen Winter's batteries, ! 
Should he himſelf wear all's own Liveries; 
But Chil-blans under Silver-ſpurs bewails, 
And in embroyder'd Buskins blows his Nails, 
Rich Meadows and full Crops are elſewhere found; 
We can reap Harveſts from our barren Ground, _ 
The bald parch'd Hills that circumfcribe our Tyne, 
Are no leſs pregnant in our happy Mine. A c 
Their unfledg'd Tops fo well content our Palats. 
We envy none their Noſegays and their Sallets. 
A gay Rank Soil, like a young Gallant goes, 
And ſpends it ſelf, that it may wear fine Clothes; 
Whilſt all its worth is to its Lack confin'd, 
Ours wears plain out- ſide, but is richly lin'd;, | 
Winter's above, tis Summer underneath, : . 
A truſty Morglay in a ruſty Shefth. 
As precious Sables ſometimes enterlace; _ 16 
A wretched. Serge, or Grograin Caſſock cafe; _ 
Rocks own no Spring, are pregnant with no Showers; A 
Cryſtals and Gems are there inftead of Flowers, . 
Inſtead of Roſes, Beds of Rubies ſet, ö 
And Emeralds recompence the Violet. 
Dame Nature, not like other Madams,. wears, 
Though ſhe is bare, Pearls in her Eyes and Ears.. 
What though our Fields preſent a naked fight 2 
A Paradiſe ſhould be an Adamite. PO 
The Northern Lad his bonny Laſs throws down, _ .... 
And gives her a black Bag for à green Gown.. 
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A Hymn to Har MON xv, Written in 
Honour of Ft. Cecilia's Day, 1701, 


By Mr. CONGREVE- 


Set to Muſick by Mr, JohN ECCLES, Maſter of Her 
| Majeſty's. Muſick, — 


- 


O Harmony, to thee we ling, 
To thee the grateful Tribute bring 
Of Sacred Verſe, and ſweet reſounding ue th 
Thy Aid invoking while thy Pow'r we praiſe. 
All Hall to thee 
All- pow'rful Harmony 
Wiſe Nature owns thy undiſputed Sway, 
Her wond'rous Works reſigning to thy Care; 
The Planetary Orbs thy Rufe obey, 3 
And tuneful roll, unerring in their way, =_ 7 
Thy Voice informing, each melodious Sphere. 
Chorus. All Hail to thee 
__ - " Ml-powerful Harmony! 
II 


NX » > mid 


Thy Voice, O Harmony, with awful Sound 
Could penetrate th Abyſs profound 
Explore the Realms of ancient Night, 

And fearch the liying Source of unborn Light. 
Confuſion heard thy Voice and fled; - 

And CHaos deeper plung'd his vanquiſh'd Head. 
Then didft thou, Harmony, give birth 
To this fair form of Heav'n and Earth; 
Then all thoſe Shining Worlds above 
In Myſtick Dance began to move 

Around the radiant Sphere of Central Fire, 

A never ceaſing, nevex ſilent Choir. 

Cho. Confuſton heard thy Voice and fled, 

And Chaos deeper plung d his vanquiſh'd. Head. 


Thou 


p 
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Thou only, Goddeſs, firſt could'ſt tell 
The mighty. Charms in Numbers found; 
And didſt to Heav'nly Minds reveal 
The ſecret force of tuneful Sound, _ 
When firſt Cyllenius form'd the Lyre, 
Thou didft the God inſpire; 
When firſt the vocal Shell he ſtrung, 
To which the Muſes ſung : 


And Muſick firſt began by thy auſpicious Aid, 
Hark, hark, again Urania ſings ! 
Again Apollo ſtrikes the trembling Strings ! 
And ſee, the liſt'ning Deities around , 
Attend inſatiate, and devour the Sound. 
Chor. Hark, hark, again Urania ſings ! 
Again Apollo ftrikes the trembling Strings ? 
And ſee, the liſt' ning Deities around 
Attend inſatiate, and devour the Sound.. 
x IV. 
Deſcend Urania, Heav'nly Fair, 
To the relief of this afflicted World rope 3 
See how with various Woes oppreſt, 
The wreehed Race of Men is worn; 


Conſum'd with cares, with doubts diſtreſt, 


Or by confliting Paſſions torn. | 
Reaſon in vain employs her Aid, 
The furious Will on Fancy waits 


eegin the pow'rful Song, ye Sacred Nine, 
4 Your Inſtruments and Voices join'; 
Harmony, Peace, and ſweet Deſire 
In ey'ry Breaſt inſpire. | 


While Reaſon (till by Hopes or Fears betray'd, 
Too late advances or too ſoon retreats. 
Aluſick alone with ſudden Charms can bind 
he wand'ring Senſe, and calm the troubled Mind, 
Chor. Muſick alone with ſudden Charms can bind 
e wand ring Senſe, and calm the troubled Mind. 
| V. 
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Revive the melancholy drooping Heart, 
And ſoft Repoſe to reſtleſs Thoughts impart, 
Ex * the wrathful Mind 3 
To dire Reyenge and Death inclin'd: 
With balmy Sounds his boiling Blood aſſwage, 
And melt to mild Remorſe his burning Rage. 
*Tis done; and now tumultuous Paſſions ceaſe; 
And all is huſht, and all is Peace. 
The weary World with welcome Eaſe is bleſt, 
By Muſick lull'd to pleaſing Reſt, 
Chor, "Tis done; and now tumultuous Paſſions ceaſe, 
And all his huſht, and all is Peace. | 
The weary World with welcome Eaſe is bleſt, 2 
By Muſick lull'd to pleaſing Reſt. = 


” TY «4 #4 


Ah, ſweet Repoſe, too ſoon expiring ! 
Ah, fooliſh Man, new Toils requiring ! 
Curs'd Ambition, Strife purſuing, 
Wakes the World to War and Ruin. 
See, ſee, the Battle is prepar d; 
Behold the Hero comes! | 
Loud Trumpets with ſhrill Fifes are heard, 
And hoarſe reſounding Drums. 
War, with diſcordant Notes and jarring Noiſe, 
The Harmony of Peace deſtroys. 
Chor. War, with diſcordant Notes and jarring Noiſe, 
The Harmony of Peace deſtroys. 
II 


See the forſaken fair, with ſtreaming Eyes 
Her parting Lover mourn; 
She weeps, ſhe ſighs, diſpairs and dies, 
And watchful waſtes the lonely livelong Nights, 
Bewailing paſt Delights, | 
That may no more, no never more return, 
O O ſooth her Cares 
With ſofteſt, ſweeteſt Airs, 

Till Victory and Peace reſtore 
Her faithful Lover to her tender Breaſt, 
Within her folding Arms to reſt. 

„ | Thence 
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Thence never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more. 
Chor. Let Victory and Peace reſtore . | 
Her faithful Lover to her tender Breaſt, 
Within her folding Arms to reſt, 
Thence never to be parted more, 
- No, never to be parted more, 
| VIII. 
Enough, Urania, heav'nly fair, 
Now to thy Native Skies repair, _ 
And rule again the Starry Sphere; | 
Cecilia comes, with holy Rapture fill'd, 
To eaſe the World of Care. 
Cecilia, more than all the Muſes skill'd! Jo 
Phubus himſelf to her muſt yield, 4h 
And at her Feet lay, down 
His Golden Harp and Lawrel Crown; 
The ſoft enervate Lyre is drown'd 
In the deep Organ's more Majeſtick Sound. 
In peals the ſwelling Notes aſcend the Skies; 
Perpetual Breath the ſwelling Notes ſupplies, , 
..And lafting as her Name, „ 
Who form'd the tuneful Frame, 
Th” immortal Muſick never dies. 
Grand Chor. Cecilia, more than all the Muſes 5kill'd ! 
Phoebus himſelf to her muſt yield, | 
And at her Feet lay down | 
His Golden Harp and Laurel Crown, 
i The ſoft enervate Lyre is \drown'd. | 
7: the deep Organ's more majeſtick Sound. 
n peals the ſwelling Notes aſcend the Skies; 
Perpetual. Breath * ſwelling Notes ſupplies,. 
And laſting as her Name, 
Who form'd the tuneful Frame, 
Th immortal Muſick never dies. 
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The HyrocrITE, written upon the 
L— Shaft in the Tear 1678, 


By Mr. CARAT. 


Hou'rt more inconſtant than the Wind or Sea, 
Or that ſtill veering Sex, out-done by thee: 
Reeling from Vice to Vice, thou haſt run through 
; Legions of Sins more than the Caſuifts know : 3 
Of whom thy Friends were wont to ſay, Poor Devi, Wh 
At leaſt he was not conſtant to his Evil, '2 
Dealing ſo long in Sins of Pomp and Glory, 
Who wou'd have thought (to make up Guſman's Story) 
Hypocriſie at laſt ſhou'd enter in, 
And fix this floating Mercury of Sin. 
All his old Sins, like Miſſes out of Date, 
Turn Penſioners to this new Miſs of State: 
His Actions, Look, and Garb, take a new Frame, 
And wear the Liv'ry of this ſullen Dame : 
Plain Band, and Hair, and Cloaths diſguiſe the Man, 
All but his Dealing and his Heart, is plain. 
Not Ovid's Stories, nor the Wife of Lot, 
Can boaſt a Change beyond our State Biggot: 
All on the ſudden, in one fatal Morn, I 
Our Courtier did to a ſtark Quaker turn. ; 
Some think - | 
He does, as Criminals who would defeat | 
The Courſe of Juſtice, Madneſs counterfeit : 
No, Godlineſs, that once much pity'd thing, 
Of his new Fiddle is the only String. 
For the poor Churti ĩs all his tender Care, 
And Pop'ry's growth he ſounds in ev'ry Ear: 
At which the dirty Rout run grunting in; 
As when the old Wife's Kettle rings the Swine, 
So the Court Dame, who in her Youthful Pride 
No pleaſure to her craving Senſe deny'd, oy 
jo 
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But, unreſerv'd, with ev'ry freſh Delight, 
Did prodigally feaſt her Appetite, | 
Age drawing on, when thro' her Youth's decay, 
Her Seryants with her Beauty drop away 
For Winter 3 ſhe Religion takes, 
And of Neceſſity a Virtue makes. 
And when the Wrinkles of her Face, no Cure 
Will longer from the help of Art endure, 
Coy'ring the worn-out Sinner with the Saint," 
As once her Face, ſhe now her Soul does Paint. 
Since Churches are not, muſt Religion be 
Of guilty Perſons ftill the Sanctuary? g 
When Great Men fall, or Popular Men wou'd riſe 
Zoth from Religion borrow their Diſguiſe. 
Then like Acilles in his Fate-proof Arms, 
They boldly march, guided with holy Charms, N 
And Browbugt Ceſar, and defie his Laws; 
Who dare reſiſt the Champion of God's Cauſe? 
But when the Place, or Penſion is your own, 
When the oppoſing Party is run down, 
= Religion and God's Cauſe aſide are caſt, 
lite Actor's Habit, when the Play is paſt. 
This Dame r e with a ſour Face, 
Does fit ſupply old Mother Moſely's place: 
She for his Body did Proviſion find, 
This caters for the Letch'ry of his Mind, 
And for his vaſt Ambition, and his Pride, 
And his inſatiate Avarice does provide; 
His Body thus and Soul together vie, 
In Vice's Empire, for the Sov'reignty. 
ln Ulcers that, this does abound in Sin, 
= Lazar without, and Lucifer within, 
he Silver Pipe is no ſufficient Drain 
For the Corruption of this little Man ; 
Who, tho' he Ulcers have in ev'ry part, 
Is no where ſo corrupt as in his Heart. 
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Written by Mr. DRYDEN, and Spoken by 
. Mr. BETTER TON, 


The Kate of our approaching Propheteſs ? 
A Play, whigh, like a Proſpective fer right, 
Preſents our vaſt Expences cloſe to Sight; 

But turn the Tube, and there we ſadly view 
Our diſtant Gains; and thoſe uncertain too. 


A ſweeping Tax, which on our ſelves we raiſe, 


And all, like you, in hopes of better Days. 
When will our Loſſes warn us to be Wile ? 
Our Wealth decreaſes, and our Charges riſe. 
Money, the ſweet Allurer of our Hopes, 
Ebbs out in Oceans, and comes in by Drops; 
We raiſe new Objects to provoke Delight, 
But you grow ſated, ere * ſecond Sight. 
Falſe Men, ev'n ſo you ſerve your Miſtreſſes, 
They riſe three Stories in their Tow'ring Dreſs: 
And after all, you Love not long enough 

To pay the Rigging, ere you leave 'em off. 
Never content with what you had before, 

But true to Change, and Engliſh Men all o'er. 
Now Honour calls you hence; and all your Care 
Is to provide the horrid Pomp of War. 

In Plume and Scarf, Jack-Boots and Bilbo Blade, 
Your Silver goes, that ſhou'd ſupport our Trade. 
Go, unkind Hero's, leave our Stage to mourn ; 
Till rich from yanquiſk'd Rebels you return: 
And the fat Spoils of Teague in Triumph draw, 
His Firkin-Butter, and his Uſquebaugh. 

Go, Conqu'rors of your Male and Female Foes; 
Men without Hearts, and Women without Hoſe. 
Each bring his Love a Bogland Captive home, 
Such proper Pages will long Trains become : 
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ic Copper Collars, and with Brawny Backs, 
uite to put down the Faſhion of our Blacks. 
„ben ſhall the Pious Muſes pay their Vows, 
Nad furniſh all their Laurels for your Brows; _ 
Wr heir tuneful Voice ſhall raiſe for your Delights; 
Vc want not Poets fit to ſing your Flights. 
Nut you bright Beauties, for whoſe only fake _ 
ce Doughty Knights ſuch Dangers undertake, 
hen they with happy Gales are gone away, 
ich your 9 Preſence grace our Play; 
Ind with a Sigh their Empty Seats ſurvey.: 
Ihen think, on that bare Bench my Servant fate, 
ſee him Ogle ſtill ; and hear him Chat : 
Pelling facetious Bargains, and propounding 
hat witty Recreation, call'd Dum-founding, 
heir Loſs with Patience we will try to bear; 
and wou'd do more, to ſee you often here! 
bat our dead Stage, reviv'd by your fair Eyes, 
Inder a Female Regency may riſe, 


© 


Fa 


5 [be VISION of BEN. JonNs 0 N, on 
= the Muſes of his Friend Michael 
Drayton, Ei; | 


T hath been queſtion'd, Michael, if I be. 
A Friend at all; or, if at all, to thee: 
zecauſe, who made the queſtion, have not ſeen 
hoſe ambling Viſits, paſs. in Verſe, between 
hy Muſe, and mine, as they expect. Tis true: 
ou have not writ to me, nor I to you; 
nd, tho' I now begin, tis not to rub | 
anch againſt Banch, or raiſe a rhyming Club 
out the Town: This reck'ning 1 will pay, 
ichout conferring Symbols. This's my Day. 

It was no Dream! I was awake, and ſaw! 
end me thy Voice, O Fame, that I may draw; - . 
Wonder 
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Wonder to Truth! and have my Viſion hurl'd, 

Hot from thy Trumpet, round about the World, 
I faw a Beauty from the Sea to riſe, 

That all Earth look'd on: and that Earth, all Eyes! 

It caſt a Beam as when the chearful Sun 

Is fair got up, and Day ſome Hours begun! 

And fill'd an Orb as circular, as Heaven! 

The Orb was cut forth into Regions ſeven, 

And thoſe ſo ſweet, and well-proportion'd parts, 

As it had been the Circle of the Arts! 

When, by thy bright Ideas ſtanding by, 

I found it pure, and perfe& Poeſy, 

There na" I, ſtreight, thy learned Legends three, 

Heard the ſoft Airs, between our Swains and thee, 

Which made me think, the old Theocritus, 

Or Rural Virgil, come to pipe to us. 

But then, th* epiſtolar Hereick Songs, | 

Their Loves, their Quarrels, Jealouſies, and Wrong, 

Did all fo ſtrike me, as I cry'd, who can 

With us be call'd, the Naſo, but this Man? 

And looking up, I ſaw Minerva's Fowl 

Pearch'd over Head, the wiſe Athenian Owl: 

I thought thee then our Orpheus, that wouldf try, 

Like him, to make the Air one Volary : 

And I had ſtyl'd thee Orpheus, but before 

My Lips — form the Voice, 1 heard that roar, 

And rouze, the marching of a mighty Force, 

Drums againſt Drums, the neighing of the Horſe, 

The Fights, the Cries; and wond'ring at the Jars 

I ſaw, and read, it was thy Barons Wars ! 

O, how in thoſe, doſt thou inſtruct theſe Times, 

That Rebels Actions are but valiant Crimes! 

And carried, tho“ with Shout, and Noiſe, confeſs 

A wild, and an authoriz'd Wickedneſs! 

Say'ſt thou ſo, Lacan? But thou ſcorn'ſt to ſtay | 

Under one Title, Thou haſt made thy way = 

And flight about the Iſle, well near, by this, r 

In thy admired Perisgeſis, . 

Or univerſa ICircumduction 


Of all that read thy Poly- Olbion. 
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at read it? that are raviſh'd ! ſuch was I 

Wy ith every Song, I ſwear, and fo would die: 
Nit that 1 hear, again, thy Drum to beat 
better Cauſe, and ſtrike the braveſt Heat 


WT hat ever yet did fire the Engliſh Blood! 


or Right in France! if rightly underſtood 
Where, thou art Homer! Pray thee, uſe the Style 

WT hou baſt deſery'd : And let me read the while 
ny Catalogue of Ships, exceeding his, 

Why Liſt of Aids, and Force; for ſo it is; 

Je poet's act! and for his Country's ſake 

ave are the Muſters, that the Muſe will make. 

nd when he Ships them where to uſe their Arms, 


ow do his Trumpets breathe ! What loud Alarms! 


ook, how we read the Spartans were inflam'd 
ith bold Tyrteus' Verſe, when thou art nam'd, 
ſhall our_Engliſþ Youth urge on, and cry 
Agincourt, an Agincourt, or die, 
is Book? it is a Catechiſm to fight, 
d will be bought of every Lord, and Knight, 
it can but read; who cannot, may in Proſe 
t broken Pieces, and fight well by thoſe, 
e Miſeries of Margaret the Queen 5 
f render Eyes will more be wept, than ſeen ; 
feel it by mine own, that overflow, 
ad ſtop my ſight, in every Line I go, 
t then refreſhed, with thy Fairy Court, 
ook on Cynthia, and Sirena's Sport, 
on two flowry Carpets, that did riſe, 
d with their graſſie green reſtor'd mine Eyes, 
give me leave to wonder at the Birth __ 
ef ſtrange Moon-Calf, both thy ſtrain of Mirth, 
= Goſſip-got Acquaintance, as, to us 
ou bad rought Lapland, or old Cobalus, 
a, Lamia, or ſome Monſter more 
an Africk knew, or the full Grecian ſtore! 
zratulate it to thee, and thy Ends, _ 
all thy virtuous, and well-choſen Friends. 
1 4 by Loſs is, that I am not there: | 
d, *till 1 worthy am to wiſh 1 were, 
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I call the World, that envies me, to ſee 
If I can be a Friend, and Friend to thee, 


— 
Fas! 
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To my Honoured Friend Sir Rosi 
Ho wARd, on his Excellent Poem] 


— © — 


By Mr. Joux DRY DEN. 


S there is Muſick uninform'd by Art 4 

In thoſe wild Notes, which with a metry Huf 
The Birds in unfrequented Shades expreſs, 3 
Who better taught at home, yet pleaſe us leſs; 
So in your Verſe, a native Sweetneſs dwells, 
Which ſhames Compoſure, and its Art excells, 
Singing, no more can your ſoft. numbers grace, 
Than Paint adds Charms unto a Beauteous Face, 
Yet as when mighty Riyers gently creep, 
Their even Calmneſs does ſuppoſe them deep; 
Such is your Muſe : No Metaphor ſwell'd high 
With dangerous boldneſs lifts her to the Sky; 
Thoſe mounting Fancies, when they fall again, 
Shew Sand and Dirt at bottom do remain. 
So firm a Strenpth, and yet withal ſo ſweet, 
Did never but in Sampſon's Riddle meet. 


: 7 


"Tis ſtrange each Line ſo great a weight ſhould be 4 


And yet no ſign of Toil, no Sweat appear. 
Either your Art hides Art, as Szozcks feign 


Then leaſt to feel, when moſt they fuffer Pain; I": 
And we, dull Souls, admire, but cannot fre | lif 
What hidden Springs within the Engine be : FW: 


Or, 'tis fome Happineſs; that ſtill parſues' 


Or is it Fortune's Work, that in your Head 
The curious Net that is for Fancies ſpread, 


# Rete Mirabile. 
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Nets thro' its Meſhes every meaner Thought, 
WW hile rich 1dea's there are only caught. ; 
WSure that's not all; this is a piece too fair 
ro be the Child of Chance, and not of Care. a 
No Atoms caſually together hurl'd | 
Could e'er produce ſo beautiful a World. 
Nor dare 1 ſuch a Doctrine here admit, 
BA would deſtroy: the Providence of Wit. 
WT Tis your ſtrong Genius then which does not feel 
TL hole Weights wou'd make a weaker Spirit reel: 
Fo carry weight, and run ſo lightly too, 
fs what alone your Pegaſus can: do, 
reat Hercules (icaſelf cou'd ne'er do more, | 
han not to feel thoſe Heav'ns and Gods he bore. 
our eaſier Odes, which. for Delight were penn'd, 
et our Inſtruction. make their ſecond End: 
= c'ce both enrich'd and pleas'd, like them that Wooe 
t once a Beauty, and a Fortune too, 
f Moral Knowledge Poeſie was Queen, 
Ind ſtill ſhe migbt, had, wanton Wits. not been; 
V ho like ill Guardians liv'd themſelves at large, 
Ind not content with that, debauch'd their Charge: 
ire ſome. brave Captain, your ſucceſsſul Pen 
teſtores the Exil'd- to her 148.03. again; 
ad gives us that having ſeen. the Days 
E \ ben nothing Hlowriſh'd but Fanatick- Bays, - 
Il will at length in, this Opinion reſt, | 
A Sober Prince's, Government is beſt, 
his is not all; your Art the way. has found: 
o make th' Improvement, of- the richeſt Ground, 
hat Soil which thoſe; Immortal Laurels bore, 
hat once the Sacred. Maro's Temples wore. 
liſa's Griefs are ſb expreſt by yo. 
hey are too Eloquent to have 3 true. 
lad ſhe ſo ſpoke, Æneas had obey/d. «ab 
hat Dido, rather than what Jove had ſaid. 
Funeral Rites can give a Ghoſt Repoſe, 
our Muſe ſa-juſtly, has diſcharged thoſe,, 
's Shade may now its: wandring ceaſe, 
WS ad:claim a Title to the Fields of Peace. 


Then we ſhall ſee his Work was lamely rough, 


Yet let me take your Mantle up, and I 
Will venture in your Right to Propheſie, 
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But if Zneas be oblig'd, no leſs 5 
Your Kindneſs great Achilles doth confeſs; 
Who dreſs'd by Statins in too bold a. Look, 
Did ill become thoſe Virgin Robes he took. 
To underſtand how much we owe to you, 
We muſt your Numbers, with your Author's view; 


Each Figure tiff, as if deſign'd in Buff; 
His Colours laid ſo thick on eve lace, 
As only ſhew'd the Paint, but hid . Face. 

Zut as in Perſpective we Beauties ſee, | 
Which in the Glaſs, not in the Picture, be; 

So here our Sight obligingly miſtakes + 
That Wealth Which his your Bounty only makes. 
Thus vulgar Diſhes are by Cooks diſguis'd, 
More for their dreſſing, than their ſubſtance priz d. 
Your curious * Notes to ſearch into that Age, 
When all was Fable but the Sacred Page,. 1 
That ſince in that dark Night we needs muſt ſtray, 
We are at leaſt miſ led in pleaſant way. | 
But what we moſt admire, your Verſe no leſs 

The Prophet than the Poet doth confeſs, + 

Ere our weak Eyes difcern'd the doubtful Streak 
Of Light, you ſaw Great Charles his Morning break; 
So Kifful Seamen ken the Land from far, 
Which ſhews like Miſts to the dull Paſſenger. 

To Charles your Muſe firſt pays her duteous Love, 
As {til} the I did — 2 from Jove. p 
With Monk you end, whoſe Name preſery'd ſhall be, 
As Rome Recorded + Reſus' Memory, | : 
Who thought it greater Honour to obey | 

His Country's Intereft, than the World to ſway. 
But to write worthy things of worthy Men, 

Is the peculiar Talent of your Pen: | 


WAGED > Om. . 
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« This Work, by Merit firſt of Fame ſecure, 
« Is likewiſe happy in its Geniture : | 


« For ſince 'tis Born, when Charles aſcends the Throne, 
ce It ſhares, at once, his Fortune and its own. 


— 
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To the Lady CasTLEM AIN, apon her 
incouraging his firſt Play. 


By the ſame Hand. 


S Seamen, Shipwrack'd on ſome happy Shore, 
Diſcover Wealth in Lands unknown before, 

And, what their Art had labour'd long in vain, 

© By their Misfortunes happily obtain; 

o my much-envy'd Muſe, by Storms long toſt, 
Is thrown upon your hoſpitable Coaſt, 

And finds more favour by her ill Succeſs, 

Than ſhe cou'd hope for by her Happineſs, ' 

once Cato's Virtue did the Gods oppoſe; 
While they the Victor, he the Vanquiſh'd choſe ; 

But you have done what Cato cou'd not do, 

ro chuſe the Vanquiſh'd, and reſtore him too. 

et others ſtill Triumph, and gain their Cauſe 

By their Deſerts, or by the World's Applauſe; 

et Merit Crowns, and Juſtice Lawrels give, 

But let me happy by your Pity live. 

raue Poets empty Fame and Praiſe deſpiſe, © 

ame is the Trumpet, but your Smile the Prize: 

cu ſit above, and ſee vain Men below 

Contend, for what you only can beſtow : 

ut thoſe great Actions, others do by chance, 

Are, like your Beauty, your Inheritance: 

po great a Soul, ſuch Sweetneſs join'd in one, 

ou'd only ſpring from noble Grandiſon: 

ou, like the Stars, not by Reflection bright, 

re born to your own Heaven, and your own Light; 

Vot. IV. 'P Like 
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Like them are good, but from a nobler Cauſe, 

From your own Knowledge, not from Nature's Lay, 

Your Pow'r you never uſe, but for Defence, | 

To guard your own, or others Innocence: 

Vour Foes are ſuch, as they, not you, have made, 

And Virtue may repel, tho' not invade. 

Such Courage did the antient Heroes ſhow, 

Who, when they might prevent, wou'd wait the Blow: 

With ſuch aſſurance as they meant to ſay, | 

We will o'ercome, but ſcorn the ſafeſt way. 

What further fear of danger can there be? 

Beauty, which captives all things, ſets me free, 

Poſterity will judge by my Succeſs, ' 

I had the Grecian Poet's Happineſs, 

Who, waving Plots, found out a better way, 

Some God deſcended, and preſerv'd the Play. 

When firſt the Triumphs of your Sex were ſung 
thoſe old Poets, Beauty was but young, 

And few. admir'd the native-Red and White, 

Till Poets dreſt them up, to charm the ſight ; 

So Beauty took on truſt, and did engage 

For Sums of Praiſes, 'till ſhe came to Age. 

But this long growing Debt to Poetry 

You juſtly (Madam) have diſcharg'd to me, 

When your Applauſe and Favour did infuſe 

New Life to my condemn'd and dying Muſe, 


EE MAJESTY, 
| Preſented to the 


LORD KEEPER, 


In the Yzar 1695. 
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By Mr. ADDISO N, of Mag. Coll. Oæon. 
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F yet your Thoughts are looſe from State Affairs, 
1. Nor feel the Burden of a Kingdom's Cares; 

If yet your Time and Actions are your own : 
Receive the Preſent of a Muſe unknown, 

A Muſe that, in Advent'rous Numbers, Sings 

The Rout of Armies, and the Fall of Kings, 
Britain advanc'd, and Europe's Peace reſtor d, 

By Sommers” Counſels, and by Naſlau's Sword, 


= tr WEL cc r 
Sl 4 — 


— 


r E 
— — * _ 
— of 9 


To you, my Lord, theſe daring Thoughts belong, 
Who help'd to raiſe the Subject of my Song; 
To you the Heroe of -my Verſe reveals 
His great Deſigns, to you in Council tells 
His inmoſt Thoughts, determining the Doom 
Of Towns unſtorm'd, and Battels yet to come. 
And well cou'd you, in your immortal Strains, 
Deſcribe his Conduct, and reward his Pains: 
But ſince the State has all your Cares engroſt, 
And Poetry in higher Thoughts is loſt, 
Attend to what a leſſer Muſe indites, 
Pardon her Faults, and countenance her Flights, 

P 3 
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On yon, my Lord, with anxious Fear I wait, 
And from your Judgment muſt expect my Fate, 
Who, free from wulgar Paſſions, are above 
Degrading Envy, or miſguided Love: 

If you, well- pleas' d, ſhall ſmile upon my Lays, 
Secure of Fame, my Voice 1'll boldly raiſe ; 
For next to what you Write, is what you Praiſe. 
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HEN now the Buſineſs of the Field is o'er, 


The Trumpets ſleep, and Cannons ceaſe to 
When ev'ry diſmal Eccho is decay'd, __ [Roar, 
And all the Thunder of the Battel laid; 


Attend, auſpicious Prince, and let the Muſe, 
In humble Accents, milder Thoughts infuſe, 
Others, in bold prophetick Numbers skill'd, 

Set thee in Arms, and led thee to the Field 
My Muſe, expecting on the Britiſh Strand, 
Waits thy Return, and welcomes thee to Land + 
She oft has ſeen thee preſſing on the Foe, 
When Europe was concern'd in ev'ry Blow; 
But durſt not in Heroick Strains rejoice; Voice: 
The Trumpets, Drums, and Cannons drown'd her 
She ſaw the Boyn run thick with human Gore, 
And floating Corps lye beating on the Shore; 
She ſaw thee climb the Banks, but try'd in vain 

== To Trace her Heroe through the duſty Plain, 

=—_= When thro” the thick embattel'd Lines he broke, 

== Now plung'd amidft the Foes, now loſt in Clouds of 

Smoke. | 

ü O that ſome Muſe, retiown'd for lofty Verſe, 

In daring Numbers wau'd thy Toils rehearſe ! 
. 22 Draw 
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Praw thee belov'd in Peace, and fear'd in Wars, 
Inur'd to Noon-day Sweats, and Mid- night Cares! 
But ſtill the God-like Man, by ſome hard Fate, 
Receives the Glory of his Toils too late; 
Too late the Verſe the mighty Act ſucceeds, 
One Age the Heroe, one the Poet breeds. 
A thouſand Years in full Succeſſion ran, 
Ere Virgil rais'd his Voice, and ſung the Man 
Who, driv'n by ſtreſs of Fate, ſuch Dangers bore 
On ſtormy Seas, and a diſaſtrous Shore, 
Before he ſettl'd in the promis'd Earth, 
And gave the Empire of the World its Birth, 
Troy long had found the Grecians bold and fierce, 
Ere Homer muſter'd up their Troops in Verſe; 
Long had Achilles quell'd the Trojans Luft, © 
And laid the Labour of the Gods in Duſt, 
Before the tow'ring Muſe began her Flight, 
And drew the Heroe raging in the Fight; 
- Engag'd in tented Fields, and rolling Floods, 
Or ſlaught'ring Mortals, or a Match for Gods, 
And here, perhaps, by Fate's unerring Doom, 
Some mighty Bard lyes hid in Years to come, 
That ſhall in William's God-like Ads engage, 
And, with his Battels, warm a future Age: 
Hibernian Fields ſhall here thy Conqueſts ſhow, 
And Boyn be ſung, when it has ceas'd to flow; 
Here Gallick Labours ſhall advance thy Fame, 
And here Seneff ſhall wear another Name, 
Our late Poſterity, with ſecret dread, 
Shall view thy Battels, and with Pleaſure read 
How, in the bloody Field, too near adyanc'd, 
The guiltleſs Bullet on thy Shoulder glanc'd. 
The Race of Naſſau was by Heay'n deſign'd, 
To curb the proud Oppreſſors of Mankind, 
To bind the Tyrants of the Earth with Laws, 
And fight in ey'ry injur'd Nation's Cauſe ; 
The: World's great Patriots; they for Juſtice call, 
And as they Favour, Kingdoms riſe or fall, 
Our Britih Youth, unus'd to rough Alarms, 


Careleſs of Fame, and negligent of Arms, * 
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1 Algiers and Tunis from the 
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Had long forgot to Meditate the Foe, | 


And heard unwarm'd the martial Trumpet blow; 
But now, inſpir'd by thee, with freſh Delight | 
Their Swords they brandiſh, and require the Fight, 
Renew their antient Conqueſts on the Main, 
And act their Fathers Triumphs o'er again; 
Fir'd, when they hear now Agincourt was ſtrow'd 
With Gallic Corps, and Creſſy ſwam in Blood. 
With eager Warmth they Fight, ambitious all 
W ho firſt ſhall ſtorm the Breach, or mount the Wall; 
In vain the thronging Enemy by force © ö 
Would clear the Ramparts, and repel their Courſe 
They. break through all, for William leads the way, 
Where Fires rage moſt, and loudeſt Engines play. 
Namure's late Terrours and Deſtruction ſhow, by 
What William, warm with juſt Revenge, can do: 
Where once a thouſand Turrets rais'd on high 
Their gilded Spires, and glitter'd in the Sky, 
An undiftinguiſh'd heap of Duſt is found, 
And all the Pile lyes ſmoaking on the Ground. 
His Toils for no ignoble Ends deſign'd, 
Promote the common Welfare of Mankind; 
No wild Ambition moves, but Europe's Fears, 
The Cries of Orphans, and the Widow's Tears; 
[ Religion gives the firſt Alarms, 
And injur'd Juſtice ſets him in his Arms; 
His Conqueſts Freedom to the World afford, 
And Nations bleſs the Labours of his Sword. 
Thus when the forming Muſe wou'd Copy forth 
A perfect Pattern of Heroick Worth, *© 
She ſets a Man Triumphant in the Field, 
O'er Giants cloyen down, and Monſters kill'd, 
Reeking in Blood, and ſmeer'd with Duſt and Sweat, 
Whilſt angry Gods conſpire to make him Great. 


* 


4 75 Navy Rides on Seas before unpreſt 
And 


rikes a Terror through the haughty EA.; 
ir ſultry Shore | 
4 wi hear the Britiſh Engines Roar, 
ain from the neighb'ring dangers wou'd they run, 
And wiſn themſelves fill nearer to the Ns,” 8 
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The Gallick Ships are in their Ports confin d, 
Deny 'd the common uſe of Sea and Wind. 
Nor dare again the Briziſh Strength engage; 
Still they remember that deſtructive Rage | 
Which lately made their trembling Hoſt retire, 


Stunn'd with the Noiſe, and wrapt in Smoak and Fire; 
The Waves with wide unnumber'd W recks were ſtrow'd, 
And Planks, and Arms, and Men, promiſcuous flow'd, 


Spain's numerous Fleet that periſh'd on our Coaſt, 
Cou'd ſcarce a longer Line of Battel boaſt, 

The Winds cou'd hardly drive *em to their Fate, 
And all the Ocean labour'd with the weight. 

W here-e'er the Waves in reſtleſs Errors roll, 
The Sea lyes open now to either Pole: 
Now may we ſafely uſe the Northern Gales, 

And in the Polar Circle ſpread our Sails 

Or deep in Southern Climes, ſecure from Wars, 
New Lands explore, and fail by other Stars; 
Fetch uncontroll'd each Labour of the Sun, 
And make the Product of the World our. own, 

At length, proud Prince, ambitious Leuis, ceaſe 
To plague Mankind, and trouble Europe's Peace; 
Think on the Structures which thy Pride has raſe'd, 
On Towns f and on Fields laid waſte: 
Think on the heaps of Corps, and ſtreams of Blood, 
On every guilty Plain, and purple Flood. 
Thy Arms have made, and ceaſe an-impious War, 
Nor waſte the Lives entruſted to thy Care : | 
Or if no milder Thought can calm thy Mind, 
Behold the great Avenger of Mankind, | 
See might Naſſeu through the Battel ride, 

And fee thy Subjects gaſping by his ſide : 

' Fain wou'd the pious Prince refuſe th* Alarm, 

Fain wou'd he check the Fury of his Arm; 
\ But when thy Cruelties his Thoughts engage, 
The Heroe kindles with becoming Rage; 

Then Countries ftoln, and Captives unreſtor'd, 
Give ſtrength to ev'ry Blow, and edge his Sword. 
Behold with what reſiſtleſs Force he falls br 

On Towns beſieg'd, and thunders at thy Walls * 


. 


e 
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Ask Hillaroy, for Villeroy loakeld i 
The Town ſurrender'd, and the Treaty ſeal'd ; 
With what amazing ſtrength the Forts were won, 
Whilſt the whole Pow'r of France ſtood looking on. 
But ſtop not here, behold where Berkley ſtands, 
And executes his injur'd King's Commands; | 
Around thy Coaſt his burſting, Bombs he pours - 
On flaming. Citadels, and falling Tow'rs ;- . 
With hizzing' Streams of Fire the Air they ſtreak, 
And hurl Deſtruction round 'em where they break; 
The Skies with long-aſcending Flames are L | 
And all the Sea reffects a quivering, Light, 
Thus Atna, when in fierce Eruptions broke, 
Fills Heav'n with Aſhes, and the Earth with Smoke; 
Here Crags of broken Rocks are twirl'd on high, 
Here 5 Stones and ſcatter'd Cinders fly, 
Its Fury reaches the remoteſt Coaſt, | | 
And ſtrows the Aſiatick Shore with Duſt. 
Now does the Sailor from the neighbouring Main 
Look after Gallick Towns and Forts in vain. 
No more his wonted Marks he can deſery, 
But ſees al unmeaſur'd Ruin lye; 5 
Whilſt, pointing the naked Coaſt, he ſhows 
His wond'ring Mates where Towns and Steeples roſe, 
Where crowded Citizens he lately view'd, 
And ſingles: out the place where once St. Malogs ſtood. 
Here Ruſſel's Actions ſhould my Muſe: require ; » 
And wou'd my Strength but ſecond my Detire, 
I'd all his boundleſs Bravery. rehearſe, YE 
And draw! his: Cannons thundring in my Verſe: | 
High on the: Deck ſhou'd the greater Leader ſtand, 
Wrath in his Look, and Lightning in his Hand; 
Like Homer's Hector when he flung his Fire = 
Amidſt a'thouſand Ships, and made all Greece retire. 
But who can run the Britzh Trinmphs ober, 
And count»the Flames diſperſt on ev'ry Shore? 
Who can deſcribe the ſcatter'd Victor,, 1; 
And draw the Reader on from Sea ta Sea? 
Elſe who cou'd Ormond's God- like Acts refuſe, 
Or mond; the Theme of ey'ry 'Qxford; Muſe? ? 
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And Steeds vfer-turn'd lay Foaming on the Ground: 


— 
* 


324 "The FouRTH PART f 


Fain wou'd I here his mighty Worth proclaim; 
Attend him in the noble Chace of fame, 


Through all the Noiſe and Hurry of the Fight; 


Obſerve each Blow, and keep him till in ſight. 
Oh, did our Britiſh-Peers thus Court Renown, 
And Grace the Coats, their great Fore-fathers won! 
Our Arms wou'd then triumphantly advance, 

Nor Henry be the laſt that conquer'd France. 
What migbt not England hope, if ſuch: abroad 
Purchas'd their Country's Honour with their. Blood : 
When ſuch, detain'd at home, ſupport our State 
In William's ſtead, and bear a Kingdom's: Weight, 
The Schemes of Gallick Policy o'erthrow, 


And blaſt the Councils of the common Foe ; 


Direct our Armies, and diſtribute Right, 
And render our Maria's Loſs more light. 

But ſtop, my Muſe, th* ungrateful Sound forbear, 

Maria's Name ſtill wounds each Eritiſh Ear: 
Each 'Britiſh- Heart Maria ſtill does wound, 
And Tears burſt out unbidden at the. Sound; 
Maria ſtill our riſing Mirth deſtroys, 
Darkens our Triumphs, and forbids our Joys. 

But ſee, at length, the Britiſh Ships appear! 


Our Nafſau comes! And as his Fleet draws near, 


The riſing Maſts advance, the Sails grow white, 


And all the pompous Navy floats in ſight. 


Come, mighty Prince, deſir'd of Britain, come! 
May Heav'n's propitious Gales attend thee home! 
Come, and let longing Crowds behold that Lock, 
Which ſuch Confufion and Amazenient ſtrook 
Through Gallick Hoſts: But, Oh! let us deſcry 
Mirth in thy Brow, and Pleaſure in thy Eye; 
Let nothing dreadtul in thy Face be Gund, 

But for awhile forget the Trumpet's ſound 
Well-pleas' d, thy People's Loyalty approve, 
Accept their Duty, and enjoy their LoVve. 
For as when lately mov'd with fierce Delight, 
You plung'd amidſt the Tumult of the Fight, 
Whole heaps of Death eneompas'd you around, 


Sol 
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So crown'd with Laurels now, where-e'er your go, 
Around you blooming Joys, and I es ow: . 


A Song for Ce. reli s Do; 6 


7 


By Mr. 00 Davpax, 


+ 1 1. 1 


ROM Harmony, from Hayeny Harmony 
This Univerſal Frame began. 
When Nature underneath a heap | or Wo 
Of jarring Atoms lay, 
And cou'd not heave her Head, 
The tuneful Voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and 1 
In order to their ſtations leap, 
And Muſick's Power obey. 
From Harmony, from Heavenly 3 
This Univerſal Frame began : 1 
From Harmony to Harmony © / 
Through all the compaſs of the Notes it ran, 
The Diapaſon cloling full i in Man.” 2c 


. BITE 
What Paſſic on cannot Muſick raiſe and quell! 5 
When Jubal ſtruck the corded Shell, 
His liſt'ning Brethren ſtood around, 
And wond'ring, on their Faces fell > 
To worſhip that Celeſtial Sound. L bn 
Leſs than a God they thought there could not dwell ö 
Within the ho low of that Shell 
That ſpoke ſo ſweetly and ſo well. 
9 Paſſion cannot Muſick raiſe and quell* — & 


— 
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Fain wou'd I here his mighty Worth proclaim, 
Attend him in the noble Chace of fame, 
Through all the Noiſe and Hurry of the Fight; 
Obſerve each Blow, and keep him till in ſight, 
Oh, did our Britiſh+Peers thus Court Renown, 
And Grace the Coats, their great Fore-fathers won! 
Our Arms wou'd then triumphantly advance, 

Nor Henry be the laſt that conquer'd France. 
What might not England hope, it ſuch: abroad 
Purchas'd their Country's Honour with their. Blood : 
When ſuch, detain'd at home, ſupport our State 
In William's ſtead, and bear a Kingdom's Weight, 
The Schemes of Gallick Policy o'erthrow, 

And blaſt the Councils of the common Foe ; 
Direct our Armies, and diſtribute Right, 

And render our Maria's Loſs more light. 

But ſtop, my Muſe, th* ungrateful Sound forbear, 
Maria's Name ſtill wounds each Eritiſh Ear: 
Each 'Britiſh- Heart Maria ſtill does wound, 

And Tears burſt: out unbidden at the Sound; 
Maria ſtil] our riſing Mirth deftroys, 
Darkens our Triumphs, and forbids: our Joys. 
But ſee, at length, the Britiſh Ships appear! 
Our Naſſau comes! And as his Fleet draws near, 
The riſing Maſts advance, the Sails grow white, 
And all the pompous Navy floats in ſight. 
Come, mighty Prince, deſir'd of Britain, come 
May Heay*n's propitious Gales attend thee home! 
Come, and let longing Crowds behold that Lock, 
Wbich ſuch Confuſion and Amazement ſtrock 
Through Gallick Hoſts: But, Oh! let us deſcry 
Mirth in thy Brow, and Pleaſure in thy Eye; 
Let nothing dreadtul in thy Face be found, 
— IE 28 ws qe wh ſound z 
Well-pleas'd;; thy People's Loyalty approve, 
1 enjoy theie —— 10 
For as when lately mov'd with fierce Delight, 
You plung'd amidſt the Tumult of the Fight, 
Whole heaps of Death encompas'd you around, : 
And Steeds of er-turn'd lay Foaming on the Ground 8 
| + 0 
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So crown'd with Laurels now, where-e'er ydur go, 
Around you blooming Joys, and RHINO eas Row. : 


A Song for St. Cres s a «6 


© 7} 


By Mr. M Darpax, 


I. - „ 


R OM Harmony, from Hayety Harmony 
This Univerſal Frame began. 
When Nature underneath a heap + 
Of jarring Atoms lay, 
And cou'd not heave her Head, 
The tuneful Voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe ye more than dead. 


Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and *Y 


In order to their ſtations leap, 
And Muſick's Power obey. 
From Harmony, from Heavenly — Fin 
This Univerſal Frame begann: 
From Harmony to W 
Through all the compaſs of the Notes i it ran, 
The Diapaſon cloſing full in Man. | 
| II. W 1 
What Paſſic on cannot Muſick raiſe and quell! 4 
When Jubal ſtruck the corded Shell, 
His liſt'ning Brethren ſtood around, 

And wond'ring, on their Faces fell va 
To worſhip that Celeſtial Sound. L bn 
Leſs than, a God they thought there ole not avel | 
Within the hollow of that Shell 
That ſpoke ſo ſweetly and ſo well. 


What Paſſion cannot Muſick raife and quell? 25 
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| The facred Orgaq's. praiſe? | 
Notes inſpiring holy Love, © 
Notes that wing their Heavenly ways. 


3 bright Cecilia rais*d the wonder higher : 


The Fovarn TEE „ 


" tot fs It. 1 (04 | 
The Trumpet's loud Clangor F 
Excites us to Arms, 
With ſhrill Notes of Anger 
And mortal Alarms. 
The double double double beat 
Of the thund' ring Drum 
Cries, heark the Foes come; 
Charge, Charge, tis too late to retreat. 


IV. | 


The ſoft complaining Flute 

In dying Notes diſcovers 

The Woes of hopeleſs Lovers, 
Whoſe Dirge is. whiſper'd by the an: Lut- 


V. 


1 Violins proclaim 4 N 
Their jealoys Pangs, . and Deſ peration, 
Fury, frantick Indignation, | 
Depth of Pains,” and height of Paſſi ion, 1 
For the 12 diſdainful Dame. 


VI. 


Zut oh! what Art can teach, 9 
What human Voice can reach 


4 } . I. 


- Aa „ FRY 


To mend: Choirs above. 
» IE VII. | 
Orpheus cou'd lead * ſavage als. 8 


And Trees unrooted left their place, 
Sequacious of the Lyre: $ 


When to her Organ vocal Breath was . 
An Angel heard, and ſtraight appear'd, 
Miſtaking Earth for Heay'n, © 


1 
N. 
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P. 
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Grand CHORUS, 


As from the pow'r of Sacred Lays 
The Spheres began to move, 
And ſung the great Creators praiſe 
To all the Bleſs'd above; 
So when the laſt and dreadful hour 
This crumbling Pageant ſhall devour, 
The Trumpet ſhall be heard on high, 
The Dead ſhall live, the Living die, 
And Muſick ſhall untune the Sky, 


18 . 
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F before-hand of what he is to expect in the Book. That 
ubich may make ſomewhat of this kind more neceſ- 
iy in my Caſe, than others is, That a great part of 
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T has been fo uſual among modern Authors to 
write Prefaces, that a Man is thought rude to 
his Reader, who does not give him ſome Account 


this Colle&ion conſiſts of familiar Letters, which ſors 


$f Writings ſome Learned Perſons among us have 
; thought unfit to he publiſſid: It muſt be confeſs 


indeed, that a great Beauty of Letters does often con- 


| fiſt in little Paſſages of private Converſation, and Re- 
WW ferences to particular Matters, that can be ander- 


ood by none but thoſe to whom they are written : 
But to draw a general Conclufion from thence, That 
amiliar Letters can pleaſe none, but thoſe very Per- 
ons, is to conclude againſt the common Experiegce of 
all the World; fince befides the great applauſes have 
been given the Letters of Cicero and Pliny among 
the Romans; we ſee no Book has been better received 


( nmong the Spaniards, than the Letters of Guevara; 
l or F the French, ban thoſe of Voiture and 


Balſac: 


Balſac: Nor to mention the Italians, among who 


A Man may have a great deal of Wit, without being 


tive in very good repute, without having occaſion o 
doing either. But a Man can hardly live in the 3 
World, without being. able to write Letters. Ther iſ 
4s no ſlate of Life in which a Faculty of that kind « 
not requiſite; and there are feu Days paſs, in which Fe 
4 Man has not occaſion to make uſe of it. . 
The Style of Letters ought ro be free, cafie and u Wif' 
#aral: As near approaching to familiar Converſatin Wil 


are. ſorry they have it. And indeed, as their Mi it 
troubleſome to other People, ſo I can hardly imagine 
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there has been hardly any confiderable Man, who by 
not publiſh'd Letters with good Succeſs. What may 
have contributed very much to the kind Reception 
theſe things have met, is, that there is no ſort i 
Writing ſo neceſſaty for People to underſtand as thi, 


able to write Verſes or make Harangues; and ma) 


at poſſible. The two beſt Qualities in Converſatimn, 


are good Hlumour and good Breeding; thoſe Letters ar : | 
therefore certainly the beſt that ſhew the moſt of thil 


#wo Qualities. . There are ſome Men ſo ſurly, ſo il 
natur d, aud ſo ul bred, that tho me can hardly deny 
em to have Wit; yet we can ſay, at leaſt, that wt 


of what great uſe it can be to themſelves. For if tht 
end of Wit be not to render one's ſelf agreeable, I Fa 
ſcarce envy em any other uſe they can make of it. 

. The ſecond Part of this Collection conſiſts of k 
#207085 e Thoſe who. are converſant with tt 


Wriims 


— 


5 f wr e ts 2 25 = ** — "SOS . 7 * 
qc» 
k — 


PREFACE! 333 
Writings F tbe Aucients, will obſerve a great diffe- 
rence between what they and the Moderns have pub 
lid upon this Subject. The occaſions upon which 
the Poems ef the former are written, are ſuch as 
bappea to every Man almoſt that is in Love; and the 
bon bes ſuch as are natural for every man in love 
30 think. The Moderns, on the other haud, have 
Worght out for Occaſions, that none meet with, but 
hemſelves, and fill their Verſes with- Thoughts that 
Were ſurprizing and glittering, but not tender, Palio: 
PVate, or natural to a Man in Love. 

To judge which of theſe two are in the right; we 
1 mght to conſider the Eud that People propoſe in uri- | 
ing Love-Verſes: And that 1 take, not to be the get. 
: ing Fame or Admiration from the Worla, but the 
Wpbraining the Love of their Miſtreſs ; and the beſt way 
conceive to make her love you, is te convince ber 
bar you love her. Now this certainly is not zo be 
1 one dy forced Conceits, far-fetch'd Similes, and ſoming © 
ois; but by à true and lively Repreſentation of 
| 7 Pains and Thoughts attending ſuch- a aw: 


Si vis me flere, dolendum eſt = 
Primum ipſi tibi, tunc tua me infortunia ſedent. 


f 
[ 
J I wonld as ſoon believe a Widow in great Grief for 

1 her Husband, becauſe I ſau ber dance a Corant a- 
out his Coffin, as believe a Man in Love with bis 
| iſtreſs for bis writing ſuch Verſes, as ſome great 
4: adern Hits have done upon theirs. 8 

F 


Love, but of a Man who would impoſe upon us ui I prof 
' 8 pretended Love ſand that * very 9 1 
while he had really none at all. x 1 = 
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Lam ſatisfiedthat Catullus, Tibullus, Propertiu 
and Ovid, were in love with their Miſtreſſes, whil 
they upbraid them, quarrel with them, threaten then, 
and forſwear them; but I confeſs I cannot believe be 
trarch ia Love with bis, when he writes Conceits upn 
her Name, her Gloves, and the Place of ber Birth, | 
know it is natural for a Lover in Tranſports of Jes 
lonfie to treat bis Miſtreſs with all the Violence ins 
ginable ; but I cannot think it natural for a Mn 
who is much in Love, to amnſe himſelf with ſad 
Trifles as the other. I am pleasd with Tibula 
when he ſays, he could live in a Deſart with | 
Miſtreſs, where never any Human Foot-ſteps appen 
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ed, becauſe I doubt not but be really thinks ul, 


be ſays; but I confeſs I can hardly forbear laugbin 
when Petrarch zells ur, he could live without ai 
other Suſtenance than his Miſftreſi”s Looks. I can v 
eaſily believe a Man may love a Woman ſo well, ui 
#0 defire no Company but hers ; but I can never h 
lieve a Man can love a Woman ſo well, as to bv 
#0 need of Meat and Drink if he may look npon b« Wl 
The firſt is a Thought ſo natural for .a Lover, tid 
there is no Man really in Love but thinks the ſan 
bing; the other is not the Thought of a Man iff 


It wonld be endleſs to purſue this Point; anda 


Man who will but give bimſelf rhe rronbls to 4 gr. 
5 ul 


. 
7 
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what the Ancients and Moderns have ſaid upon the 
ame Occaſions, will ſoon perceive the advantage the 
former have over the others. I have choſen to men- 
tion Petrarch only, as being by much the moſt Fa- a 
mons of all the Moderns who have written Love- 
Verſes: And it is, indeed, the great Reputation which 
e hat gotten, that has given Encouragement to this 
le ſort of Wit in the World: For People ſeeing the 
Lee Credit he had, and has, indeed, to this day, 
i only in Italy, bat over all Europe; have ſatiſ- 
ed themſelves with the Imitation of him, never en- 
Wiring whether the way he took was the right or not. 
Deere are ns Modern Writers perhaps who have 
Wcceeded better in Love-Werſes than the Engliſh ; 
Wd it is indeed juſt that the faireſt Ladies ſhould 
-/pire the beſt Poets, Never was there à more co- 
: ions Fancy or greater reach of Wit, than what ap- 
ears in Dr. Donne; nothing can be more gallant or 
We cn: ile than the Pon, of Mr. Waller; nothing more 
gay er ſprightly than thoſe of Sir Jotin: Suckling ; 
Ind nothing fuller of Variety and Learning than Mr, 
owley's. However, it may be obſerv'd, that a> 

Pong all theſe, that Softneſs, Tenderneſs, and Vo- 
ace of Paſſion which the Ancients thought moſs 
er for Love-Verſes, is wanting; and at the ſame 
"chat we muſt allow Dr. Donne to have been a 
I ery great Wit; Mr. Waller a very gallant Writer; 
Fr John Suckling 4 very gay one, and Mr. Cowley 
Tc Gerin; yet methinks I can bardly fancy any 


— 


one 


/ 


it is probable the great Reaſon of this may be tb 
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one of them to have heen 'a very great Lover. Aud 
it grieves. me that the Ancients, who could never 
have handſomer Women than we bave, ſhould never. 
theleſs be ſo much more in Love than we are. Bu 


Cruelty of our Ladies; for a Man muſt be inpru 
dent indeed to let bis P aſſion tale very deep root 4 
when be has no reaſon to exped any ſort of return 1 2 
it. Aud if it be ſo, there ougbi to be a Petition mas 
10 the Fair, that they would be pleas'd ſomentmes nf n 
abate a little of their Rigour, for the propagation i i 
good Verſe. 1 do not mean, that they ſhould conſa Wiſh 
their Favours upon none but Men of Wit : 7 
would be too great a Confinement indeed : But thi 5 
they would admit chem upon the ſame foot with WW 
tber People; and if they pleaſe now and then to mat e. 
the Experiment, I fancy they will find Enteriar Wi 
ment enough from the very Variety it. 2 
There are three ſorts of Poems that are proper i 
Love: Paſtorals, Elegies, and Lyrick Verſes, au 
' anbich laft I comprehend all Songs, Odes, Sonnen 
Madrigals, and Stanza's. Of all theſe, Paſtoral ii 
the loweſt, and, upon that account, perhaps m ; 
proper for Love; fince it is the Nature of that Pull 
ion to render the Soul ſoft and humble. Theſe tin 
ſort of Poems ought 20 differ, not only in their Nun 
bers, but in the Deſigns, and in every T, ae 
them. Though we have no Difference between f 
Verſes of Paſtoral and Elegy in the Modern L. 
m 
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guages, yet the Numbers of the firſt onght to be 

looſer and not ſo ſonorous as the other ; the Thoughts 

more ſimple, more eaſie, aud more bumble, The 
Defign ought. to be the repreſenting the Life of 4 
Wl Shepherd, not only by talking of S beep and Fields, but 
V pewing ut the Truth, Si ncerity and Iunocence 
What accompanies that ſort of Life. For ibo I know 
N aur Maſters, Theocritus and Virgil, have nor al- 
e conform 'd in this Point of Innocence; Theo- 
Wcricus, in his Daphnis, having made his Love too 
Wanton, and Virgil in his Alexis, plac'd his Paſſion 
3 upon 4 Boy; yet (if we may be allow'd to cenſure 
ſc whom we muſt always reverence, I take both 
oc things to be Faults in their Poems, and ſhould 
Wave been better pleas'd with te Alexis, if it had 
er made to a Woman; and with the Daphnis, if 
We had made his Shepherds more modeſt. When I 
ie Humility and Modeſty as the Character of Pa- 
oral, ic is not, however, but that a Shepherd may 
loud to boaſt of hit Pipe, his Songs, his Flocks, 

te ſheu a Contempt of bis Rival, as we ſee both 


et 

WE heocritus and Virgil do. But this muſt be ſtill in 
<2 manner, as if the Occaſion offer d it ſelf, and 
P, not ſought, and proceeded rather from the Vio- 
ce of the Shepherd's Paſſion, than any natural 
uit ide or Malice in him. | 
* 1 7 here ought to be the ſame difference obſerv'd be- 
een Paſtorals and Elegies, as between the Life of 
L 


Ip Country and the Court. In the firſt, Love oughs 
Vol. IV. Q to 
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ro be repreſented as among Shepherds, in the other 
as among Gentlemen, They ougbt 0 be ſmooth, 
clear, tender and paſſionate. The Thoughts may be 
bold, more gay, aud more elevated than in Paſtoral, | 
The Paſſions they repreſene, either more Gallant or 
more Violent, and leſs innocent than the others. The 
| Subjecti of them Prayers, Praiſes, Expoſtulation, 

warrels, Retoncilements, Threatnings, Jealonſie, 
and, in fine, all the natural Effeds of Love. 

Lyricks may be allou'd to handle all the ſan i 
Subjeckt with Elegy; but to do it however in « di: 
ferent manner. An Elegy ought to be ſo entirely on: if 

thing, and every Verſe ought ſo to depend upon the 5 
other, that they ſhoxld not be able 10 ſubſift alon: 
Or, to make uſe of the Words of a * * great Moen 
Critich, there muſt be OP ; 


- 2 juſt Coherence made a 
Between each Thought, and the whole Model l 
So right, that every ſtep may higher riſe, 2 
Like godly Mountains, ill they reach the Skis. f 


Lyricks on the other hand, tho" they ought to ml 
one Body, as well as the other, yet may conſiſt 
Parts that are entire of themſelves. It being a R 
in Modern Languages, that every Stanza ought ui 
mate up a compleat Senſe, without running into il 


\* My Lord Mulgrave. ; 
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orber. Frequent. Semences, which are accounted 
Faalts in Elegies, are Beanties. here. Beſides this, 
Malherb, and tbe. French Poers after him, have 
made it a Rule in the Stanzas of fax Lines, to moke 
a panſe at the third; eng iu thoſe of ten Lines, at 
the third and the ſavench... Aud it muſt be confeſs 
that this. aract᷑neſi renders them much more Muſi- 
cal and Harmozions ; tho” they bave uot always 
been fo Religious 6 in n fo latter Rude 4s * 

- But I am 0 a very vais, or a e very foal 


Defion: 'T hoſe who. are Criticls, it mon d be a pre- 


ſumptiom in me to pretend I cou'd iuſtruct; and to 
inſtruct᷑ thoſe who are not, at the ſame time I write 
my ſelf, is (if I may be allow'd ts apply another 
Man's Simile) like ſelling Arms to an Enemy in time 
of ar. Tho there onght, perhaps, to he more in- 
dulgence ſhewn to things of Love and Gallantry, 
= than any others ; becauſe they are generally writters 
= when People are young, and intended for Ladies who 
= are not ſuppoſed to be very old; and all young Peo- 
ple, eſpecially of the fair Sex, are more taken with 
the livelineſs of Fancy, than the correctueſi of Fudg- 
ment. It may be alſo obſerv'd that to write of Love 
well, a Man muſt be really in Love; and to correct 
his Writings well, he muſt be out of Love again. 
I am well enongh ſatisfied, I may be in Circumſtan- 
ces of writing of Love; but I am almoſt in deſpair 
of ever being in Circumſtances of corredting it. This 
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I hope may be a Reaſon for the Fair and the Young, 
to paſs over ſome of the Faults; and as for the Grave 
and Wiſe, all the Favour I ſhall beg of them is, thas 
they won'd not read em. Things of this" Nature are 
calculated only for the former. If Love-Verſes work 
upon the Ladies, a Man will not trouble himſelf 
with what the Criticks ſay of them; and if they do 
wot, all the Commendatious the Critics can. give 
bim, will make but- very little amends. All I ſhall 
ſay for theſe trifles is, That I pretend not to vie with 
any Man whatſoever. I doubt not but. there are ſe- 
veral now living, who are able to write better upon 
all Subjectt, than I am upon any one: But I will 
Fake the boldneſs to ſay, That there is no one Man 
among them all, who ſhall be readier to acknowledge 
bis own Faule, or to do n the Merits of 
antes wp r ee . WR. 
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LETTER I. 
To two Maſques, 


o' 1 — — og hers i of Particula- 
m2 FIXS rity to the Perſon I love, yet as to the 
9 3 3 it ſelf, IL. may tel ſay, It is 
one of the moſt particular under the 
Sun. Others, think it enough to fall in 
Love with a Lady after having ſeen 
her, I am in love with two, without having ever 
ſeen either: Not that I would willingly admit two 
Tyrants into my Heart; but though one of you may 
erhaps be Monarch there, yet neither you nor I 
Lnowles which it is, the matter muſt reſt in doubt 
till another Op ortunity. For he who. condemned 
Paris as too bold a Man, in dazing to judge of the 
three Goddeſſes Beauties, when he ſaw em naked, 
would have thought me a bold one indeed, if I 
ſhou'd pretend to make a Judgment between two 


Q 3 Ladies 
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Ladies in Maſques. Conſider a. little under what 
2 you make me labour: If I ſhou'd com- 
mend the Colour of your Hair, and it was all the 
while deep red; the ſmoothneſs and delicacy of your 
Skins, when they were rough and tawhey ; the fine. 
neſs of your Shapes, while you were ſtuck up with. 
in Iron Bodice; the brightneſs of your Eyes, and 
they ſhou'd prove blear'd and ſquinting : Do but 
imagine when I had done this, what ſort of an Ef. 
ſect it won'd have upon you. Whatever Inconve. 
niences of this Nature happen, it is your own Faults, 
for my part I leave this encountring with Helmets 
over thei Faces, to Sir Amadis and Al Knights Er- 
rant; the way of Duelling is alter'd, People do not 
only encounter barefac'd, but ſtrip when they go to 
it. As for this way, I can aſſure you, I find it not 
in the leaſt fair; and had rather be in love with the 
moſt hard-hearted Beauty living, than continue in this 
Uncertain State, and neither know what I love, 
why I love, nor whether I love, or no. Take pity, 
Ladies, upon a Lover in diftreſs; clear the Buſineſs 
to me, and let me know if I am in good earneſt, 


when I profeſs my ſelf 
Tour moſt paſſionate Admirer, 


—_ — — = . 


LETTER II. 
To one of the former. 


T is by Faith alone that I fancy you the moſt i 
Charming, but I find by Experience you are one 
of the moſt” unreaſonable Ladies under the Sun. 1 
concluded 1 had done the boldeſt Action in the 
World, to declare a Paſſion to two Maſques; but 
you, Madam, ſet up a Title of your own, and are 
not ſatisfied without Particularity, and _— F 

. our 
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Your Charms, I confeſs, Madam, as far as I ſaw 
of them, are very great: The Maſque was very 
ood Genoa Velyet; the Gloves very good Blois 
loves, and the Hackney-Coach, for ought 1 know, 
lin'd with very good green Plnſh, Now, Madam, 
though ſo far 1 do ſtedfaſtly believe, yet to fall con- 
ſtantly and particularly in love with Maſques, Gloves, 
or Hackney- Coaches, is what I do not find a Pre- 
cedent for, in any of the French Romances; and 
being naturally diffident of my ſelf, I ſhon'd be 
loth to begin a new ſort of Gallantry, without 
knowing how it would take. Conſider, Madam, a 
little better upon the reaſonableneſs of your Re- 
queſt; for Particularity and Conſtancy are very 
hardly to be anſwer'd for, at our Years, It is, I 
doubt not, Madam, in your Power to blow my Love 
up to that height whenever you pleaſe; and to con- 
feſs a Truth to you, I have a very great Stock of 
Particularity and Conſtancy lying upon my Hands at 
this time, and know not how to apply it. 1 have 


all the reaſon in the World to imagine it is kept for 


ou; but however, Madam, it would be nece ary to 
ve one view of you, before 1 can be poſitive in 
that peint. I am ſatisfied in my Conſcience that I 
have done all my Duty in the thing; let it lye at 
your Door if the Humour break off; for my Part I 
cannot imagine how you will be able to anſwer it to 
all the World, if you ſhou'd; for want of diſcover- 
ing your ſelf, loſe the moſt conſtant and moſt faith- 
Lover under. the Sun, 


— 


— 
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LETTER III. 


To: the ſame, 
1 and Fidelity are, without doubt, great 
Virtues, tho“ not always great Charms in a 
Miſtreſs; but as to your Inviſibility, it is a Quali- 
ty that does not pleaſe me at all, I grant you, 
Madam, it is a pretty ac real ſort of Beauty, and may 
do very well Ge ſpiritual Lovers; but for me, Ma- 
dam, who am a little embaraſs'd with Matter, and 
who generally carry a Body of fix Foot long: about 
with me, it wou'd be conventent to have ſome more 
corporeal Accompliſhments, Deſcend, Madam, in 
this caſe, to your Lover's Capacity, and make uſe 
of his Senſes to repreſent you as Charming, as with- 
out doubt you are, to his Imagination, For though 
I muſt confeſs Fancy has been very kind to you in 
this point, yet it wou'd be convenient to call in the 
Help of the Eyes to ſtrengthen the Evidence: I ex- 
pe& therefore from your next Letter, an Appoint- 
ment where I may meet you in a viſible manner, 
\ Theſe are the only Terms upon which I can treat 
any further with you; for though you write the moſt 
reeably in the World, yet you muſt certainly own, 
that after having been monſtrouſly in love for 2 
whole Week together, it is very reaſonable a Man 
ſhou'd know at laſt with whom it is. 
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| Beauty to my ſelf, ſhe ſhou'd be 
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To the ſame. 


V really, Madam, I think you are in the right 
of it; Hanging and Drowning are ſuch vulgar 
ways of dying, that for my Part 1 wou'd rather live 
a thouſand - Years, than make uſe of either. Then, 
Madam, they are the moſt inconvenient Methods in 
the World; Drowning will ſpoil your Cloaths, and 
Hanging your Complexion; beſides feveral' other 
things that might be ſaid to diſſuade you from it, but 
that I know a word to the Wiſe is enough, I am of 
Opinion you had better defer all ſort of dying *till 
another Opportunity; tho* you are poſitive in it, I 
wou'd rather recommend Mr. Boyle's Air-Pump as a 
newer Invention ; or being poiſoned in Perfumes, as 
ſomewhat that looks pleaſant enough, But to be leſs 
ſerious, Madam, make no doubt of your own Per- 
fections, and reckon that in having me, you have 
the moſt reaſonable Lover, of an ' unreaſonable - 
Lover, in the World, I confeſs were I to form a 
- let me conſider 
a little upon it; ſhe ſhou'd be I proteſt, Ma- 
dam, I know not what ſhe ſhou'd be: Monſtrouſſy in 
love with me, that is certain; for the reſt, I ſhou'd 
truſt the Stars, I think I may fay, without Flattery, 
I love my ſelf fo well, that 1 can love any body elſe 
that does ſo too; and ſhou'd prefer that ſingle Beau- 
ty, of an immoderate Paſſion for me in a Mittreſs, 
to all the other Charms in the World, as Bayes does 
the ſingle beating of Armies in his Heroe, to all the 
moral Virtues put together. If you can anſwer for 
the Charm, Madam, take no care for any other; he 
muſt be unreaſonable indeed, who is not ſatisfied- 
with that, in a Lady of Sixteen. 
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LETTER v. 


To the Fair Unbelie ver. 


Y r. Jerome ſays, (St. Jerome, I muſt confeſs, is a 


very odd beginning of a Billet - dow) That 2 
Man who can wich patience ſuffer himſelf to be 


call'd Heretick, ought not to be eſteem'd a- good 
Chriſtian: And in common Account you ſee, one 
who is called Coward, if he does not reſent the 


Affront, ſhall: always: be ht ſuch. As my Pro- 
vocations are much greater than either of theſe, ſo 


if my Indignation were anſwerable to em, you 


could not expect to be forgiven by me, even in 
the Article of Death: For after all People can ſay 
of Hereticks and Cowards, they will allow em to 
be Men; but by your Reflections upon me, you 


wou'd degrade me from that Rank, without alloy. 


ing me any place among the inferiour Creatures 
Had you call'd me Brute, or Beaſt, I had not been 
ſo zealous in my oI Juſtification: Daily Experi- 
ence convinces us, That Men who have no more 
Underſtanding than Horſes, or Mules, provided they 
have all the other Qualifications of thoſe noble A. 
nimals, may be acceptable enough to ſome: or 0: 
ther of the Fair Ser; but want of Virility is an 
Imputation that will cut a Man off from all ſort 
of Communication with em. Had the Hugsbands 
or old Women had this Opinion of me; I ſhou'd 
not have been ſo violent in my own Defence. 


Scandals, as well as Oaths, ought to be taken in 4 
the Senſe of thoſe that impoſe em: 1 ſhou'd not 


be angry ar a Turk, or a- Jeu, for thinking me of I 
their Religion ;; becauſe, whatever I thought, it was 


what made them like me the better; but this -wou'd 


be no Reaſon to make me forgive a Chriſtian for 
calling me ſo. In like manner, Madam, though 1 
cou'd have pardon'd the Husbands and old — 4 

| a or 


* 


for fuyiug ſuch-« thing of me, yer I can very Hard- 
ly —— on for * . were Nen to call Wit- 


for Satisfactiom in that poin 
8 reſoly'd by my fel 


which can only propet- 
and it were as yain to 

ink to clear my ſelf * Words from an Imputa- 
tion chat ut to be done by Actions; I fhall 


Hes in this caſe, or turn you over to aflocher Haut 


cherefore only challenge yu to meet me at your 


own Place and Time; where I doubt not to give 
you full Satisfaction in this point, and convince 
vou that I am not the Man (or rather indeed the 


no Man) that you take me to be. In the mean 


time I ſhall' remain your moſt Humble, (a Curſe on 
that Humble) but I mean, 


Madam, 


Your 


moſt affeftionate and paſſnate Lover 
and Servant. TANF +: | 3 


Er 


1 Have been waiting theſe three Months to tell you 
a thing that may be ſaid in three Words; it is, 
I love you. I will grant you, Madam, that this is 
no neceflary Reaſon why you ſhou'd love me a- 
gain; but you muſt grant me in Recompence, That 
it is a very ſufficient Reaſon why I ſhou'd tell _ 
of it, I do not expect you ſhou'd write me. a Let- 
ter in return to this, and therefore venture it with- 
out a Name: It is from your Eyes done, I ſhall 
attend my Anſwer, But, Madam, that we may not 
miſtake one another in this point, and that I may 
not take for an Encouragement of my Paſſion, 
what you intend for a Diſcouragement of it 4 
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muſt tell you, That if you do not look upon me 
after this, I ſhall believe you are in love, and- that 
makes you baſhful: If you look angrily,. I. ſhall 
think it is to give me occaſion to come and juſtifie 
my ſelf; and it you look negligently, I ſhall con- 
clude tis Management to diſguiſe the Amour from 
the World: In fine, Madam, 1 ſhall take nothin 
for a Refuſal of my Heart, but looking very kind. 
Iy upon me. Zut that you may not be miſtaken 
in the Perſon who . ſends this, and imagine it to 
come from ſome Lord with a blue Garter, or white 
Staff, that comes from a Commoner without ei- 
ther: I will deſcribe my ſelf ſo, as you may know 
me well enough to encourage my Paſſion, if you 
like it, but not ſo as to make a Trophy of me, if 
you do not, My Stature is ſomewhat above the 
ordinary; my Body neither very big, nor very 
ſmall; my Hair light; my Eyes 2 4 and Love 
has not as yet made me either very lean, or very 
ale: My Humour is the moſt commodious for a 
yer in the World, not ſo much inclin'd to Hang. 
ing or Drowning, perhaps, as ſome others, but for 
Paſſion and Conſtancy, no Man goes beyond me. 
If you will accept of a: Heart with all theſe 1 
ons, I offer you * ; if 3 it me back 
y the Penny-Poſt, if you know me by any other 
Tide Gan da 6 


wor moſt humble Servant. 
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LETTER VII. 
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1 Grant you, Madam, there are others who will love 
you as much as 1; but are there any who will 
love you as little? Yes, Madam, I underſtand very 
well what I ſay, - Will they love you as little? for 
that is the als difficulty you have to apprehend, 
There is no queſtion but a Man who is poſſeſs'd of 
the moſt charming Creature in the Univerſe, will be 
conſtant to her as long as ſhe pleaſes; but it is a 

reat Queſtion, if he will part with her as ſoon as 
The pleafes, This is the Rack upon which thoſe La- 
dies ſplit, who will admit of none but conſtant Lo- 
vers; not conſidering that the Women are as change- 
able as the Men can be for the Lives. of them; and 
conſider, pray, into what pretty Circumſtances a 
Lady brings her ſelf, who is plagu'd with an obſti- 
nate old Lover, when ſhe is paſſionately in love with 
a new one. I know not what thoſe Crimes are the 
Lady you tell me lays to my Charge, but I fancy an 
importunate Perſeverance in Eove of the ſame- Wo- 
man, is not one of the Number: And whenever you 
© pleaſe to make the Experiment, as the leaft ſign in 
= the World is. ſufficient after theſe Preliminaries; to 
make me a moſt paſſionate Lover; ſo the leaſt ſign 


= you give me afterwards of any new Amour, ſhall 


: make me lay aſide that Title, for the leſs ambitious 
ene of ED 


Your moſt humble Servant, 


zro Lam Gallun and Amr, 
LETTER vin. 
To 4 Lady who had ſpoken againſt him. 


+*PHERE may have been ocher Men, perhaps, 
| beſides my ſelf, who have fallen in love wa 
2; Woman they did not know; but for a Man to do 
it: for no other reaſon than her declaring againſt 
him, is, I believe, an Honour that has been reſer. 
ved for your humble Servant. They tell me, Ma- 
dam you are fo far from 1 me your” ſelf, that 

ou will not believe any body elſe can: That you 


e 
d nothing agreeable in Perf on, from the Crown 


of my Head, to the Soal of my Foot: That for my 
Wit, (for every body, Madam, carries ſomewhat a. 
bout them which they call Wit) it is all Affectation: 
"That I am an AbftraS of Vanity: That I am fo 
much in love with my ſelf, that it is impoſſible tor 
me to be ſo with: any body elſe. Theſe things, 
Madam, that might have put fome People into An- 
ger, have put me into Love: For as thoſe who are 
naturally peeviſh, will be angry at People, let them 
endeavour never ſo much to pleaſe em; ſor we who 
are — amorous, cannot avoid being in love 
with” a let her take never ſo much pains to 
anger us. And indeed, Madam, did People ground 
their Paſſions upow Reaſon, yow have given me one 
of the moſt reaſonable Cauſes to love you in the 
World: For as there is nd Mau of Wit but knows 
himſelf to be a Fool, ſo he ought to have an Opi- 
nion of their Judgments, who find it out as well 
as bimfſelf.- It is reported as an Inſtance of the 
Bravery of the Amazons, That they wou'd never. 
marry a Man, *till they had fought with him firſt; 
and if he beat em very much, he might expect to 
be loved very much by them. Now 1, Madam, who 
profeſs as great a Veneration for Wit, as the Ama- 
n had for Courage, cannot have ſo good a 72 
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ſon for Love, as your having exercis'd' your Wit 
upon me: Tho" it is poſſible you may attribute my 
Paſſion to another Cauſe, and as yow think 1 love 
nothing beſides my ſelf, may have ſome kindneſs 
tor you, becauſe you are never like to be my Ri- 
val: however, aflure your ſelf, Madam, it is no 
ſuch thing, but knowing the worſt you can ſay of 
me to be true, and having a natural Affection for 
Truth, Wit, and Women, (you will think al Man 
a very general Lover, that can love Trath, Wit, 
and Women, at the ſame time) 1 muſt needs be 
infinitely in love with you, in whoa 1 find em 
all together. Be not however deladed into a better 
Opinion of me, by what any body can ſay; for 
as it is only your hating me that makes me love you, 
as ſoon as that ceaſes, I am afraid my Love will do 
ſo too. As you therefore value my Kindneſs, take 
heet” of having any for me; and fatisfie your ſelf, 
That as long as you continue to thin nie à filly, 
idle, conceited Fop, I ſhill- cbntinue to be, with'all 
the Paffiori imaginable, © ox ; 


MADAM, f | 
| | Wurst, &c. 
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To a Maſqu'd Lady. 


HO! I doubt not, Madam, but you have made 

the moſt conſiderable Conqueſts under the Sun, 

yet give me leave to fay, you never made any ſo 
extraordinary as this before: You have ſubdu'd, 
without the Conqueror's common Vanity, of making 
your ſelf known, and have gain'd the moſt abſolute 
Vittory in the World, without ſo much as unſheath- 
ing 


* 


ing your Face. I, who never knew a Woman cou'd 
overcome me, am now overcome by I know not 
who: And can both boaſt of the greateſt Paſſion, 
and greateſt Faith in Nature 4 wane The ſeeing 
you, which is the, reaſon of other People's Love, 
might, for ought I know, deſtroy mine; for 1 have 
rais'd Idea's of you, to which it is very difficult for 
any thing in Nature to arrive. I imagine you the 
moſt charming Creature in the Univerſe, and at the 
ſame time fancy you to be ſomewhat more than 
I imagine. I have dreſs'd you up in all the diffe- 
rent Shapes of Nature. In whatever you appear, it 
has been always the moſt amiable: And after having 
ſuppoſed you Maid, Wife, and Widow by turns, ! 
find I can love you infinitely, be you any one of 
them. Did I know in which State you were, I 
wou'd certainly make love to all of it, *till I ar. 
riv'd at you; and for want of that, I am forc'd to 
confine my ſelf; to Womankind. I leave it to your 
own Conſcience, Madam, whether you can leave the 
moſt conſtant Lover in Nature, in this Condition; 


tho' if it feel no Remorſe for the laſt Diſappoint- | 
ment, I ſhall very hardly ever truſt it more: Yet 1 
however extravagant my Paſſion is, do not appre- 1 
hend that I ſhou'd make any malicious Reflections Y 
on you to the World; let my other Virtues be what 1 
they will, my Fidelity is unqueſtionable: And aſſure WW |, 
your ſelf, there is no Man breathing leſs apt to tell * 
2 Secret that he does not know, than, h 
MAD A M, 15 

2 Your, &c. th 
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- 29" TT ER X. 
To 4 Friend. 
3 1 R, s 

OR Friend 1 can hardly call you, | ſince under 
that Diſguiſe you have done me one of the great- 
eſt Injuries in the World; and it is vain for me to 
guard my Territories againft the malicious Deſigns of 
Enemies and Rivals; when you, whom I never took 
for either, have more prejudiced me in an Amour, 
than they cou'd with all their Forces together, But 
that I may not condemn you without a Cauſe, nor 
conclude you guilty 'till 1 hear what you can ſay in 
your own Tullification, I will give you a plain ac- 
count of the Buſineſs, Meeting one of the Ladies 
laſt Night, with whom I am in love, ſhe began a 
Diſcourſe of Lovers, wherein ſhe: fhew*'d the many 
Inconyeniencies that attended the having a Man of 

Wit in that Capacity. I, who do not natural 
love to diſpute with a fair Lady (eſpecially in a Cauſe 
where I thought my ſelf no more concern'd than if 
ſhe had talk d of Jews or Mahometans) agreed with 

ber in all ſhe ſaid; when ſhe turn'd briskly upon 
me, and told me, For that Reaſon a Woman muſt 

have a care of having any thing to do with me. 

told her that was acting after the manner of ſome 
late Judges; call a thing Treaſon without Law, and 

then hang a Man for it without Proof: That I a 
peal'd to all the World for my Innocence in the 
matter, and defied my greateſt Enemies to bring any 
Evidence of my Guilt. She told me ſhe had it 
from ſuch a one, who had it from another; and that, 
in fine, the original Author of this Calumny was 
your ſelf, Now tho“ I grant you that ſome People 
might have ſaid ſuch a thing as this, out of Inad- 
© vertency; yet I can hardly believe a Man of your 


Ihe 
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Prudence to haye done it upon that account, You 
Who very well know, That to commend a Man 
for a Wit to the Women, is like commendin 
him for a good Proteſtant to the Fathers of the 
Inquiſition; and he that reported me an Eunuch 
among em, cou'd not do it upon a more mali. 
cious account. They love a tame, eaſie, goyerna- 
ble Fool, and fancy all Wits ill-natur'd and proud: 
Have not you often told me ſo} And after that 
te put me upon em for one! Well, Sir, I am a 
Gentleman, nor ſhall 1 paſs by ſuch a' thing as 
this, without Satisfaction. I expe” therefore you 
ſhou'd either give it me under your Hand, That 
you neyer ſaid . - thing me; or if you 
really faid it, That you ſhou'd go inimediately 
to the Perſon to whom you did it; and aſſure 
'tm you were miſinform'd in the thing, and that 


to your Knowledge, Ireland it ſelf never bred 2 


more tame, eaſie Fool than I am: For here tha 
the greateſt danger; I have gotten a Rival of that 
Country, and you know how difficult it is to ſuc- 
ceed in a Conteſt with one of them; when want 
of Wit is to give the Preference. Aſter all, me- 
thinks if you wou'd be hearty in the thing, you 
may bring me out of theſe Difficulties: I know 

u have Wit enough to convince em that ! 
have none; and if the worſt come to the worl}, 
it is but carrying you to em, to ſhew the difference, 

In that hopes, I reſume the Title f 


Tour, &c. 
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LETTER XI: 


To 4 Lady in the Country, who' was going to be 
. Married. 


Av: having written you a Letter upon your firſt 
going down, I have never dar'd to venture one 
ſince, left 1 ſhou'd be miſtaken in my Addreſs; . and 
for ought 1 know, to write to you now by the Title 
of Mrs., may be as uncivlf as to treat the King 
with the Title of Prince of Orange. However, Ma- 
dam, blame not me for it, ſince we are here in per- 
fe& Ignorance of the Matter, We had very poſitive 


news one while of your being married; and as poſi- 
tive after, that it was not yet done j which ſome here 


took, I can aſſure yon, for a great Act of Mercy, 
Half a dozen; Sparks of your Acquaintance have pro- 
vided themſelyes either with Love-Songs, or Epitha- 
lamiunis, to ſend you, as occaſion ſhall require, with- 
out being yet able to know which wou'd be moſt 
ae 1 And here are half a dozen more, who have 
d Halters about their Necks, ever ſince the „ er 
of your going to be married; for they are reſolved 
to be ready upon the firſt Notice, that the ſame Poſt 
which brings the News of your Wedding, may ca 
back that of their Deaths. Tis true, Madam, I to 
the boldneſs to adviſe em not to be over-haſty in the 
Affair, ſince they might do it afterwards at their own 
Convenience; and Experiments of this Nature were 
difficult enough to correct, when they were once ill 
done. But al I could ſay was in vain; they are po- 
ſitive in the matter, and half a dozen of the hand- 
ſomeſt Trees in the Park are mark'd out for the'Exe- 
cution. I muſt confeſs, I endeayour'd to divert em 


as much as I cou'd from 2 that place, for the 


Benefit of the Company that walks there; I told em 
it was contrary to all Precedent, to make uſe of Elms, 
or Lime - Trees, ſince the Willow had time out of 

| m 


\ 
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mind been reſery'd for that uſe; and that a Lover 
who did not hang himſelf according, to form, had as 
good never hang himſelf at all. They anſwer'd me 
very ſurlily, (tho' very truly too I muſt own) That 


| 

it was not my Buſineſs :. That it was a very hard caſe MW « 

People might not hang themſelves without asking my ] 

leave; and as they wou'd not hinder me whenever I 

was going about ſuch a thing, ſo they took it very Ml © 

ill that 1 ſhou'd pretend to hinder them. I muſt con- t 

feſs, Madam, I cou'd ſay very little in the caſe; and 
© you may believe I had no great Mind to enter upon 

a Quarrel with People in their Circumſtances ; but I 1 

thought the acquainting you with it, was a Duty that Wl t! 

became F 

8 TDour, & X 

Ne 5 | b. 
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To a Lady that ask'd him for his Heart, bs 


HO” to tell a Man that you will diſpoſe of his 
| Heart to one who ſhall uſe it ill, is but a very 
ſmall Encouragement for him to part with it; yet 
fince you ſay you have a particular Fancy for mine, 
J cannot re #4 you ſuch a Trifle as that, upon what 
ever Terms you demand it. I have encloſed it there 
fore in this Letter, and truſted it to the Penny-Poſt, 


leſt your Generoſity ſhou'd have made you give a k 
Meſſenger more for the bringing it, than the thing it * 
ſelf is really worth, I wiſh, Madam, it were better Fh. 
for your ſake; and can aſſure you, That were it the BF, 
moſt modiſh one in the World, it ſhou'd be at . * 
Service. As it is, Madam, I am afraid you will think WM -” 
it very old-faſhion'd, and too much given to thoſe Wiſh, 
antiquated Qualities, Conſtancy and Fidelity. It Mi,” 

robable the Lady for whom you intend it, may de-. 1d, 
piſe thoſe Things, and think a Heart of that ſort vi 


ridiculowM 
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ridiculous as a Lover in a ſhort Cloak, ſlaſh Sleeves, 
ink'd Doublet, and trunk Hoſe. But let her not 
be prejudie'd againſt things for their firſt Appearan- 
ces; I have ſeen a very aukward Beginner, come to 
Dance-very.well at laſt, and it is not impoſſible but 
by good Management the Heart may be brought quite 
off thoſe diſagreeable Qualities. . You may pleaſe to 
tell her, That it having been bred bp very tenderly 
till now, it wou'd be convenient to treat it a little 
kindlier than ordinary, at firſt, leſt it ſhou'd be apt to 
run away : She ſhould encourage his Sighs now-and 
then va kind of Whiſper ; and when ſhe ſees the 
Fire grow a little faint, let her give but one or two 
c, kind Looks, and it will blaze out afreſh. | Havin 

been troubled with an extraordinary Fever, ſince it 
was in the preſence of a certain Lady, it ought not 
to be expoled to the open Air, for fear of catching 
Cold; ſhe may conveniently enough confine it to her 
Bed-Chamber, where it may be of great uſe rightly 
manag'd; and wake her in a Morning with half a 
dozen deep-fetch'd Sighs, better than any Larum- 
. You ſee, Madam, what Confidence I have 
i: in your Conduct, ſince I truſt Jou to, diſpoſe of a 
Hears for me, that I have never been able to diſpoſe 
of my ſelf, You will think, 2 it is but mak- 
ing a Virtue of Neceſlity, and ſurrendring up a Fort 
which I am not able to hold out againſt you, How- 


nate CY JO% 
ever, Madam, the fierceſt 3 * are kind to 
eres | oy 1th i 
of Corriſons that yield upon the firſt Summons ; and as 
4 know your Power to be greater than any of theirs, 


0 1 doubt not but your Virtues are anſwerable to 
em. All the Favour I ſhall beg for my Heart, is, 
WT hat it may be treated as a Priſoner of War, and 
that I may have the liberty of keeping a Correſpon- 
ence with'it, during its Confinement. To ſhow you 
WW intend nothing but what is fair, I am ſatisfied you 
It ou d read all the Letters I write; and that none 
1. bou'd come to me, but by your Approbation. And 
hd ndeed you need not fear this making any eſcape; 
Wor if 1 can gueſs at all at hi- Humour, he will pre- 
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fer ſuch a Captivity to all the Liberty in the Wor! 
and will not be fo proud of the Tals, of Prince, a 
Conqueror, as that of your Priſoner. and Slave. 


FO” 


LETTER XIII. 
T0 che fine. 3b 


If freaming Blood 2 fatal Letter flain, 
Imagine, ere yon read, the Writer ſlain : 
One Hand the Sword, and one the Pen employs, 
And in my Lap the ready Paper lies, 

Ovid's Ei 


Have been theſe fix Hours in debate, Whether! 
1 ſnou'd ſtab my ſelf, or write to you firſt : At laft 
Madam, I have determin'd-on the latter: For I con- 
fider that if I you ſhould hear a Fellow mounted up WF n 
on a Cricket, ſinging ſome doleful Ballad of ny he 
Death, you wou'd be at a loſs to know the cauſe d 
fo ſad an Accident; and, in an Age ſo \inquiſitin i li: 
as ours, wou'd take it much better to have a relat 
on of the thing from the firſt hand, than to be put 
to the trouble of opping to enquire, of it in ti 
Street, or truſting it to the Fidelity of a Grubaſim 
_ Hiſtorian. | The 'Buſineſs then in ſhort, Madam, 4 
this: Coming home about Twelve a Clock at Nig 
2 found a Letter, to tell me, That 1 ſhou'd mes 
ou in-—-—at Five a Clock in the Afterg2on, Now, 
dam, I am really ſo ſenſible of my Guilt of di 
pointing you in this manner, that after having 4 
raign'd, judg'd, and condemn'd my ſelf for it, 1 at 
4 juſt now upon the Point of Execution. I muſt co | 
fs, ſome People have advis'd me to the contra 
and tell me you cannot take it ill that 1 did not mam 
you, when you know how late it was before 1 bop 
| cel 


as 1 — — jp 


ap 


Letters Gallant and Amorous. 359 


ceiy'd the Letter. But I told them, That after having 
written to yon, I ought never to have ſtirr'd from 
home, but Raid in expectation of an Anſwer. For 
tho” it was urg'd in my Defence, that I had ſome 

eat Buſineſs which call'd me out; and that 1 had 
file hopes you ſhou'd haye granted me the Honour 
of meeting you fo ſoon; yet this Excuſe does not ſa- 
tisfie me in the leaſt; For why a Devil ſhou'd a Man 
pretend to make Love, when he has 4 Buſineſs, 
and little Hope? This Conſideration has abſolutely 
determined me for a ſudden Execution; and what- 
ever you may think upon the firſt ſight of this Let- 
ter, yet before you can have read it out; you may 
aſſurè your ſelf 1 ſhall be no more | 


| Your, &c, 
pf | 
er! er 8. CRF FL 
4 I have a thing juſt now come into my Head, that 


may poſſibly make me defer my Execution, "ill T 
10 hear farther from you. Different People having dif- 
ed ferent Taſtes, and there being as many ways of kil- 
ie ling Lovers, as there are of dreſſing Eggs, it wou'd 
changer me very much if I ſhou'd ſtab my ſelf for your 
u fake, when you wou'd rather have ine hang d or 
\ ty drown'd., | T4 ws | 
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LETTER XIV. 

To the ſame. 
JT is well, Madam, you prepared me for a Difap- 
| pointment'in your Letter, otherwiſe,” I confeſs, I 
m very impatient under thoſe Circumſtances, I 


hope it was not in revenge for my miſſing the other 
* | Aſligna- 
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Aſſignation; if it be, reckon we are upon the ſquare 
now. You will certainly grant, you haye all the rea- 
ſon in the World to make me amends for this; and 
it is with a 8 of impatience I expect a more 
favourable Opportunity. In recompence, you ſhall 
diſpoſe. of me, in whatever manner you pleaſe; and 
J am ſure you muſt allow, That if I am not the 
molt paſſionate. Lover in the World, I am at leaſt 
the moſt convenient: For whenever you have a mind 
to give Sir, or Mr,------ opportunities of ſaying 
ſoft things, you ſhall ſee that I manage the other Par- 
ty to your advantage, as naturally as can be. Then, 
Madam, if after this, you have any occaſion to make 
em Jealous again, there is no Man in the World fit 


ter for ſuch an Employment than my ſelf, You may 


make uſe of me, Madam, in any of theſe Capacities, 
(but {till make uſe of me) and you will not only 
oblige your ſelf, but 

© I" 3: Your, &c, 
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LE TT ER XV. 
J the ſame, 


(Onto the Lady who accus'd me of Indifference 
. laſt Night, has, the leaſt reaſon in the World to 

do ſo. Is it Indifference to be always following her 

np and down? Is it Indifference to * all Compa- 

ny for hers? Is it Indifference to. gaze upon her 
with all the tenderneſs in Nature ? Theſe are but the 

outward Signs; but, oh! cou'd ſhe look within, and 

accuſe of Indifference a Heart that burns with the 

moſt: violent. Paſhon, that ever was! It is true, Ma- 

dam, the reſt of the World may, with juſtice enough, 


tax me with it: For as there is but one Perſon lu. 
ing, who can make me otherwiſe; ſo Prudence ob- 
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lipes me to manage things ſo, as to diſguiſe my Paſ- 
fon from all the World beſide. And is there no 
return due to this, but a Reſolution to deceive me? 
Well, Madam; it is ſome comfort to me however, 
That if you can but for one half hour delude me in- 
to an Opinion that I am belov'd by you, that ſhore 
Cheat will be a greater Satisfaction, than all Woman. 
kind can grant me beſide, | 


%% 
" 74 


3 


— 


n 
25 To the ſame, 


See I am deſtin'd to deſtruction! Why, O Hea- 
L yen! did 1 ever ſee her? Or ſince I did, why did 
any Body elſe? Had J never, I cou'd never have 
been happy; and by having feen you, I am the moſt 
miſerable Wretch breathing. Theſe will appear My- 
ſteries, perhaps, to you; and if you think me di- 
ſtrated when T writ this, you will think right: Love, 


Rage, Jealouſie, and Deſpair, are tearing my Soul in- 


pieces, If you haye any Compaſlion for a Man 
whom you have rendred the moſt. miſerable in the 


World, give me an 9 of meeting you to 
or 


Day, though it be but one half Hour, I wou'd 
not haye you come to the Walks after this Rain, for 
fear you ſhou'd catch cold; and a meeting at Shops 
or Indian Houſes, may make People ſuſpicious, 
Though I die if 1 fee you not, yet I wou'd rather 
do ſo, than bring your Health or Reputation in any 
danger, Think, oh think upon ſome. way of ſatis- 
fying my ger 7.6 and do not apprehend that this 


Diſtraction which 1 ſhow you, fhou'd appear to any 


body elſe, to your prejudice, I wiſh every one were 
as careful of you as I am; et lie, I do not wiſh 
it; for to be ſo, they muſt love you at the ſame 
ate; and I had rather allow em all the Favours you 
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can grant, than that. Adieu 4 am —— alas 1 
know' not what I am, but that I am miſerable, and 
that I am | a 211 

ry 1 Yours, 


LETTER XVII. 
To the ſame. 

I Think 1 have taken all the ways imaginable to 

convince you that I love you above the World; 
however, Madam, you ſhall ſee I will yet do more, 
which is, never to ſee you again. It is true, Mrs. 
told me, I might come to you to-day ; but ſhe told 
me at the ſame time, That you thought it improper 
for me to come ſo often, Had you any kindneſs for 
me, you cou'd not have refus'd my Viſits upon ſo 
cold a Reaſon as their being improper; and if you 
have not, you cannot be pleas'd that 1 make em at 
all. You ſhall ſee therefore, Madam, how much 1 
value your Quiet aboye my own, fince I engage my 
Word to you (and I am ſure, Madam, neither you 
nor any Woman in the World, can ſay I have ever 
broken my Word with em) that I will never make 
you another Viſit, or come into any place where 
you are, except you give me very good aſſurance that 
__ OE will be more acceptable to you, than 
I have reaſon to believe it has been of late. 
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LETTER XVII. 
b To the ſame: il 622 


HAT this Parting has not been ſonght' of my 
ſide, Heay'n can be my Witnefs; and how. lit- 

tle Satisfaction I take in it, every Vein in my Heart 
can teſtiſie. No; I tremble, I am all confufion, and 
1 die when I. think upon it; and it is only in com- 
plaiſance to you, that I have reſolv'd it; I ſee you 


. are picking little Occaſions of quarrelling with mez 
v I ſee you are uneaſie when 1 am with you, and 1 
. ſee you do not make a return that is ſuitable to 
. a Paſſion ſo violent and ſo ſincere as mine is. Hea- 
0 vens! Madam, what wou'd you have me do! Showd 
I come to put you out of Humour? Or wow'd you 
. have me appear as x Spectacle of your Rigour to 
la your more-fayour'd Servants? No, Madam, I had too 
Ne much tenderneſs for you, to give you any diſturb- 
* ance; and give me leave to ſay, I have not ſo mean 


a Spirit as to follow any Woman, when I have rea- 
ſon to believe ſhe thinks me troubleſome, how diffi- 


oy cult ſoever it may be to quit her. 
rot Since you command it, I ſhall not fail of waiting 
ke upon you once more, before we part for ever. 


PF "al 3 1 2 3 


"LETTER XX. 
| To a Friend. | 


7 or E Dialogues of Plata, with your laſt Letter, 
have quite turn'd my Head. What Delicacy of 
Invention! What ſublimity of Thought! I talk no 

e more 


* 
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more of Women, of Gallantry ; I think of nothing 
but Philoſophy and Seraphick Love. Oh, Vanity of 
Pomp, of Glory, of Tribes, falſly called Pleaſures ! 
They appear beautiful to the ſight, but once taſted, 
they leave nothing but Shame, Sorrow, and Repen- 
tance. Let us give others leave to play the Fool, 
while we enjoy .the ſweetneſs of Philoſophy, Oh 
charming Quiet | Oh dear Repoſe! Oh Life truly ce. 
leſtial! Mounted upon the lofty tops of Philoſophy, 
we regard at our eaſe the Vanity, the Folly, the 
Madneſs of the World: The greateſt Cities appear 
nothing but great Herds of Madmen; ſo many Men, 
fo many,Follies.. Ohana nog 


Suave mari magno turbantibus aquora uentis, 
E terra magnum alterius ſpectare laborem. 
Sed nil dulcius eſt bene quam munita tenere 
Edita dottrina } Anouk. templa ſerena ; 
Deſpicere, unde queas alios, paſſimque videre 

Errare, atque vias palantes quarere vita. 


1 


The Soul of Man, according to Plato, has two Wings; 
the one coeleſtial, with which he flies up to the Em- 
pyreal Heav'n; the other terreſtrial, which pulls her 
down to the Earth again. It is the firſt of theſe that 
raifes you to thoſe lofty divine Paths, reach'd by none 
but the greateſt Wits, the nobleſt Souls; The other 
brings Men down to the things of this World; to 
Vanity, to Sin, to Marriage! Poor Husbands ! you 
have truly obfery'd how foon Beauty flies away; but, 
alas! Love flies away much ſooner: Uncomplaiſant 
Companion that he is, who tho' he comes with Beau- 
Ph will not ſtay with it, Great Politicians without 

oubt theſe Husbands! who ſuffer an eternal Slavery 
for a thing of ſo little Duration, But what ſignifies 
that to us? Let us leave em in peace (if there be a- 
ny ſuch thing as Peace in Marriage) and love me as 
] toye you. 84 — r 1 
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LETTER XX. 


From LONDON. 


N is ſo long ſince 1 wrote to you, that I am al 
moſt. aſham'd of doing it now: But, to ſay the 
truth, I have too juſt an Excuſe for my Neglect, be- 
ing relaps'd into a former Malady, and notwithſtand- 
ing all the Aſſiſtance of Philoſophy, fallen in love 
ten times more than ever. I am aſham'd to tell yon 


how long I have been ſo; but I am ten times more 


aſham'd to tell you, 1 do not yet find the leaſt de- 
a in my Paſlion, though 1 have reaſon enough to 
believe the Lady did not care though ſhe ſaw me 
hanging up at her Gate, Well; we may put as good 
a Face upon the Matter as we will; but firſt or lat 
I ſee Conſtancy comes upon us all. In the humour 
I am at preſent, I had a good: Mind to forſwear ever 
being in love again, And yet upon better Tho, 
I think I had as good try it once more: For of three 
Amours I have had in my Life-time, (as for Amou- 


rettes, thoſe are not worth mentioning) I valu'd the 


one Miſtreſs after I left lovihg her; I loved another, 
after I left valuing -her: I love and value the third, 
after having loſt all hopes of her : So that methinks, 
according to the Courſe of my Paſſions, I ought to 
love and value the next, after having obtain'd her. 
However, from this time forward, upon what Follies 
ſoever you fall, be' pleaſed for my fake to fpare thoſe 
of Love; being very well ſatisfied, there is not one 
Folly of that kind (except Marriage) which I have 
not already committed, I have been, without rail- 
lery, in love with the Beauty of a Woman whom 1 
have never ſeen; with the Wit of one whom I have 
never heard ſpeak, nor ſeen any thing that ſhe has 
Written; and with the Heroick Virtues of a Woman, 
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without knowing any one Action of her Life, that 
cou'd make me think ſhe had any. Conſidering how 
very commen theſe Qualities are, I ſuppoſe you will 
not ask me if I have ever been miſtaken. I know 
not what you think in the Country; but, for my Part, 
I am of Opinion a Man muſt reſolve to abandon 
Women or Philoſophy entirely, for they will never 
agree well together. After an abſence of five or ſix 


Months from Town, I find the Ladies ſtill the ſame; 


that is to ſay, ſtill various. Thoſe who were in love 


when I went from hence, are in love ſtill; but they 


are in love with other Men. They are conſtant to 
Love, but inconſtant to the Lovers: And in this point, 


to ſpeak- the Truth among Friends, I think there is 


no great Difference between the two Sexes, The 
Men complain of the Women's Inconſtancy, and the 
Women of the Men's; for my Part, being unwilling 
to diſoblige either, I am very apt to agree with both, 
But Cupid will have it ſo; and what can weak Mor- 
tals do againſt ſo potent a God? Adieu, live pleaſant. 


ly, that is, Philoſophically; and guard your Heart 
from the Pains of Loye, ! 1 : 


— _ 
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To his. Book. 


, little Book, and to the World impart, 

The faithful Image of an am'rous Heart: 
RY Thoſe who Love's dear, deluding Pains 

M BE > have known, 

OD May in my fatal Stories read their own.. 

PMIESEN Thoſe who have liv'd from all its Tor- 
ments free, 

May find the Thing they never felt, by me. 

Perhaps advis'd, avoid the gilded Bait, 

And, warn'd by my Example, ſhun my Fate. 

While with calm Joy, ſafe landed on the Coaſt, 

I. view the Waves on which I once was toſt. 

Love is a medly of Endearments, Jars, 

Suſpicions, Quarrels, Reconcilements, Wars; 

Then Peace again, Oh! wou'd it not be beſt, 

To' chaſe the fatal Poiſon from our Breaſt ? 

But ſince ſo few can live from Paſſion free, 

Happy the Man, and only Happy he, 

Who with ſuch lucky Stars begins his Love, 

That his cool Judgment does bis Choice approve. 

IIl-grounded Paſſions quickly wear away 

What's built upon Eſteem, can ne'er decay, 
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The unrewarded Lover, 

E T the dull Merchant curfe his angry Fate, 

And from the Winds and Waves his Fortune wait: 

Let the loud Lawyer break his Brains, and be 
A Slave to wrangling Coxcombs for a Fee: 
Let the rough Soldier fight his Prince's Foes, 
And for a Livelihood his Life expoſe : 
J wage no War, I plead no Cauſe but Love's, 
I fear no Storms, but what Celinda moves. 
And what grave Cenſor can my Choice deſpiſe ? 
But here, fair Charmer, here the diff rence lies; 
The Merchant, after all his Hazards paſt, 
Enjoys the Fruit of his long Toils at laſt; 
The Soldier high in his King's Fayour ſtands, 
And after having long obey'd, commands: 
The Lawyer, to reward his tedious Care, 
Roars on the Bench, that babled at the Bar; 
While I take Pains to meet a Fate more hard, 


And reap no Fruit, no Fayour, no Reward. 


— — 


E NN A” 


Written in a Lady's Table-Book. 
prove} © 9 5 Bleſt, 

WITH what ſtrange Raptures wou'd' my Soul be 

Were but her Book an Emblem of her Breaſt ? 

As I from that all former Marks efface, 

And, uncontroul'd, put new ones in their Place; 

So might 1 chaſe all others from her Heart, 

And my own Image in the ſtead impart. 

But, ah! how ſhort the bliſs wou'd prove, if he 

Who ſeiz'd it next, might do the ſame by ws. 2M 


The Power of VERSE. 


; To his Miſireſs. 
W Hile thoſe bright Eyes ſubdue where- e' er you will, 
And, as you pleaſe, can either ſave, or kill; 

What Youth ſo bold the Conqueſt to deſign? 
What Wealth ſo great to purchaſe Hearts like thine ? 
None but the Mule that Privilege can claim, | 
And what you give in Love, return in Fame. 
Riches and Titles with your Life muſt end; 
Nay cannot even in Life your Fame defend: 
Verſe can give Fame, can fading Beauties ſave, 
And, after Death, redeem em from the Grave; 
Embalm'd in Verſe, thro? diſtant Times they come, 
Preſery'd, like Bees, within an Amber Tomb. 
Poets, (like Monarchs, on an Eaſtern Throne, 
Reſtrain'd by nothing but their Will alone) 
Here can cry up, and there as boldly blame, 
And, as they pleaſe, give Infamy or Fame. 
In vain the Tyrian Queen reſigns her Life, 
For the bright Glory of a ſpotleſs Wife, 
If lying Bards may falſe Amours rehearſe, 
And blaſt her Name with arbitrary Verſe... . 
While 4 one who all the abſence of her Lord, 
Had her wide Courts with preſſing Lovers ſtor' d; 
Yet by a Poet grac'd, in deathleſs Rhymes, 
Stands a chaſte Pattern to ſucceeding Times. 
With pity then the Muſes Friends ſuryey, 
Nor think your Favours there are thrown away; 
Wiſely like Seed on fruitful Soil they're thrown, . 
To bring large Crops of Glory and Renown... 
For as the Sun that in the Marſhes breeds 
Nothing but nauſeous and unwholeſome Weeds; 

* Dido + Penelo WEL 167110 . 
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With the ſame Rays on rich and pregnant Earth, 
Io pleaſant Flowers, and uſeful Fruits gives birth: 
So . caſt on Fools, get only Shame; | 
On Poets ſhed, produce eternal fame: 

Their gen'rous Breaſts warm with a genial Fire, 
And more than all the Muſes can inſpire. 


FEALOUSIE. 


12 3 

HO cou'd more Happy, who more Bleſt cou'd 
r | _ [moye? 
Than they whom kind, whom am'rous Paſſions 
What Crowns, what Empires greater Joys cou'd give, 
Than the ſoft Chains, the Slavery of Love? | 

Were not the Bliſs too often croſt, 

. By that unhappy, vile Diſtruſt; | 

That gnawing Doubt, that anxious Fear, that dange- 
rous Maladſ yy; ouhe, 


That terrible tormenting Rage, that Walch Jea- 


In vain Celinda boaſts ſhe has been tru; 
In vain ſhe fwears ſhe keeps untouch'd her Charms; 
Dire Jealouſte does all my Pains. renew, 94-1 
And repreſents her in my RivaPs Arms. 
His Sighs 1 hear, his Looks I view, ”- ' 
I ſee her damn'd Advances too 
1 ſee her ſmile, I ſee her kiſs; and, oh! methinks 1 
: 6 SALTS for me. 


Her give up all thoſe Joys es him, ſhe ſhou'd reſerve 
Ingrateful fair One, canft thou hear my Groans? 


Canſt thou behold theſe Tears that fill my Eyes? | 


And yer, unmov'd by all my Pains, my Moans, 
Into another's Arms reſign my Prize * | . . | 
If Merit cou'd not gain your Love, 

My Sufferings might your Pity move: 


Might 


_ | 4 | 
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Might hinder you from adding thus, by jealous 


Frenzies, more — much before. 
New Pangs, to one whom hopeſs Love had plagu'd 
IV.. 


Think not, falſe Nymph, my Fury to out- ſtorm, 
I ſcorn your Anger, and deſpiſe your Frown : 
Dreſs up your Rage in its moſt hideous Form, 
It will not move my Heart when Love is flown; 
No, tho” you from my Kindneſs fly; 
My. Vengeance you ſhall fatisfie; 


The Muſe that. wou'd have ſung your Praiſe, ſhall now 


aloud proclaim _ [ Shame. . 
To the malicious, ſpiteful World, your Infamy and 
v ö 


Ye Gods! ſhe weeps; behold that falling Show'r! 
See how her Eyes are quite diſſolv'd in Tears? 
Can ſhe in vain that precious Torrent pour? 
Oh, no, it bears away my Doubts and Fears. 
'Twas Pity ſure that made it flow; 
For the ſame Pity ſtop it now: 
For every charming, heay*nly Drop, that from thoſe 
Eyes does part, | gh owing Heart. 
Is paid with Streams of Blood, thai guſn from my 
VR, ©: 


Yes, I will love; I will believe you true, 
And raiſe my Paſſions up as high as e er; 
Nay, I'll believe you falſe, yet love you too, 
Let the leaſt Sign of Penitence appear. 
I' frame Excuſes for your Fault, 
Thinkgyou ſurpriz'd, or meanly caught; 
Nay, in the Fury, in the height of that abhorr'd Em- 
brace, lin the place. 
Believe you thought, believe at leaſt, you wiſh'd me 
VII. 
Oh let me lye whole Ages in thofe Arme, 
And on that Boſom lull afle my Cares : 
Forgive thoſe fooliſh Fears of fancy'd Harms, * 
That ſtab my Soul, while _ bus move thy Tears: 
And think, unleſs I lov'd thee ſtill, | 
I had nat treated thee fa ll, 


Fa 
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For theſe rude. Pangs of Jealouſie, are much more 
certain Signs | [Fancy coins. 
Of Love, than all the tender Words an amorous: 
| VIIL 
Torment me with this horrid: Rage no more; 
Oh!: ſmile, and grant one reconciling Kiſs ! 
Ye Gods, ſhe's kind, I'm Eeſtaſie all oer! 
My Soul's too. narrow to contain the Bliſs. 
Thou pleafing Torture of my Breaſt; 
Sure thou wert fram'd to plague my Reſt, 
Since both the Ill and Good you do, alike my Peace 
; deſtroy ; | | 8 Joy. 
That kills me with exceſs of Grief, This with exceſs. 


Cure of I EALOUS II. 


— 


HAT Tortures can there be in Hell, 

\ Compar'd to what fond Lovers feel, 
When doating on ſome fair One's Charms, 
They think ſhe yields em to their Rival's Arms:. 


As Lions tho” they once were tame, 
Vet. if ſharp Wounds their Rage enflame, 
Lift up their ſtormy Voices, roar, "oft 
And tear the Keepers they obey'd before: 
So fares the Lover, when his Breaſt = 
By:jealous Frenzy is poſſeſt, 
- Forſwears the Nymph for whom he burns; 
Yet ſtrait to her whom he forſwears, returns. 


But when the Fair reſolves his Doubt, 
The Love comes in, the Fear goes out; 
Fhe Cloud of Jealouſie's diſpell d. 

And the bright Sun of Innocence reveal'd. 


ww 
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With what ſtrange Raptures is he bleſt! 
Raptures too great to be expreſ. | 
Tho? hard the Torment's to endure, : 10 m ot 

Who wou'd not have the Sickneſs, for the Cure? | 


— —— 
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WW FAT bas this Bugbear Death that's worth: 
l 
After a Life in Pain and Sorrow paſt, 
After deluding Hope and dire Deſpair, 
Death only gives us Quiet at the laſt, 


How ſtrangely are our Love and Hate miſplac'd! 
Freedom we ſeek, and yet from Freedom flee; 

Courting thoſe Tyrant-Sins that chain us faſt, 
And'ſhunning Death that only ſets us free. 


Tis not a fooliſh Fear of future Pains, \ [Stains?), 
(Why ſhou'd they fear who keep their Souls from 
That makes me dread thy Terrors, Death, to ſee; 
'Tis not the Loſs of Riches, or of Faine, | 
Or the vain Toys the Vulgar Pleaſures name, 
'Tis nothing, Celia, but the loſing thee, . . 


. ; 
6 . 4 
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I... Bec 8 . 
To his: Miſtreſs. 


Alia, your Tricks will now no longer paſs,. | 
And I'm no more the Fool that once 1 was, 

I know my happier Rival does obtain 

All the v Bliſs for. which I figh in yain. 


Him, 


Him, him you love; to me you uſe your Art: 
1 had your Looks, Another had your Heart. 
To me you're ſick, to me of Spies afraid. 
He finds your Sickneſs gone, your Spies betray'd,. 
I ſigh beneath your Window all the Night; 
He in your Arms poſſeſſes the Delight. 
I know you treat me thus, falſe Fair, I do; 
And, oh! what plagues me worſe, he knows it too: 
To him my Sighs are told, my Letters ſnown; 
And alt my Pains are his Diverſion grown. 
Vet ſince you cou'd ſuch horrid Treaſons act, 
I'm pleas'd you choſe out him to do the Fact: 
His Vanity does for my Wrongs attonemĩm 
And *tis by that I haye your Falſhood known. 
What ſhall I do? for treated at this rate, 
1 muſt not love; and yet I cannot hate. 
I hate the Actions, but T love the Face; 
Oh, were thy Virtue more, or Beauty leſs! 
I'm all Confuſion, and my Soul's on Fire, 
Torn by contending Reaſon and Defire:: 
This bids me love, that bids me Love give 0'er; 
One counſels beſt, the other pleaſes more. 
I know 1 ought to hate you for your Fault; 
But, oh! I cannot do the thing I ought. 
Canſt thou, mean Wretch! canſt thou contented prove, 
With the cold Relicks of a Rival's Love? 
Why did 1 ſee that Face to charm my Breaſt ? 
Or having feen, why did 1 know the reſt}, 
Gods! if I have obey'd your juſt Commands, 
If I've defery'd fome Fayour of your Hands, 
Make me that tame, that eaſie Fool again, 
And rid me of my Knowledge, and my Pain. 
And you, falfe Fair! for whom ſo oft I've griey'd, 
Pity a Wretch that begs to be deceiy'd ; 
Forſwear your ſelf for one who dies for you, 
Vow not a Word of the whole Charge was true; 
But Scandals all, and eries, devi d 
By a vain Wreteh, neglected and deſpisd. 
I too will help to forward the Deceitt 
And, to my Power; contribute to the Cheat. 
7 
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And thou, bold Man, who think'ſt to rival mes 

For th Preſumption. I cou'd pardon thee ; 

I cou'd forgive thy lying in her Arms, 

I cou'd forgive thy rifling all her Charms; 

But, oh! I never can forgive the Tongue, 

That boaſts her enn. and nn 7. m—— 
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Upon the ſame Occafor. 


WHAT Fury does diſturb my Reſt ? 

| What Hell is this within my Breaſt 2 

Now I abhor, and now I love; 

And each an equal Torment proye. 

I ſee Celinda's Cruelty, 

I ſee ſhe loves all Men but me; 8 

I ſee her Falſhood, ſer! her Pride, — 

I ſee ten thouſand Faults beſide; | 

I ſee fhe ſticks at Ay As that's "T4 ? — 
Let, oh ye Powers! 1 ove. Ber ſtill 3 I 
Others on Precipices run. ; 
Which, blind with Love, they cannot ſhun. 

I fee my Danger, ſee my Ruin, 

Yet ſeek, yet court my own undi 
And each new Reaſon 1 explore * 
To hate her, makes me love her more. 


N 
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HEN I ſee the br e Nym who m n 
W does enthral, ight 4 mph s 7 170 


When I view her ſoſt Eyes, * her nag ting Air, 
Her Merit ſo great, 7255 Merit ſo ſmall, a 


It makes me Adore, and it Ra DAR. 


But 
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But when 1 conſider that ſhe _—_ on Fools 
All thoſe Treaſures of Beauty with which ſhe is ſter'd; 
My Fancy it damps, my Paſſion it cools 
And it makes me deſpiſe what before F ador' d. 


Thus fometimes I deſpair, and ſometimes F deſpiſe; 
I love, and I hate, but I never eſteem .- 

The Paſſion grows up, when I view her bright Eyes, 
Which my Rivals deſtroy, when I look upon them. 


How wiſely does Nature things ſo diff rent unite ! 

In ſuch odd Compoſitions our Safety is found ; 

As the Blood of the Scorpion is a Cure for the Bite; 

So her Fol ONE; Os whom her Beauty does 
Wound. 7 
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Vpon a Favour Herd. 
Alia, too late you wou'd repent 2 ww. x 
The off 'ring all Tor ennes 
Is now but like a Pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before, 


While at the firſt yow cruel proy'd;3 
And grant the Bliſs too . 

| You hinder'd me of one 1 loyd, 
To give me one 1 hate. 
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I thought you innocent, as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made; N 
But when your Falſhoods plain appear, 
My Love no longer ſtay d. 
Nessi eur - Hane ita! 5401 
Your Bounty of thoſe Favours ſhown, 
Whoſe Worth your firſt deface; 
Is melting valud Medals. down, 
And giving us the Braſs. 
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Oh, ſince the thing we beg's a Toy, 

That's priz'd by Love alone, 

Why cannot Women grant the Joy, 
Before our Love is gone ? 


9 
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B* gone, ye Sighs! be gone, ye Tears! 
Be gone, ye Fialoulred and Fears ! 

Celinda (wears ſhe never lov'd, 20 
Celinda ſwears none ever moy'd 

Her Heart, but I; if this be true, 

Shall I keep Company with you? 

What tho? a ſenſeleſs Rival ſwore, 

She ſaid as-much to him before? 

What tho* I ſaw him in her Bed? 

I'll truſt not what I ſaw, but what ſhe ſaid. 
Curſe on the Prudent and the Wiſe, 

Who ne'er believe ſuch pleafing Lies: 

I grant ſhe only does deceive; 

I grant *'tis 2 to believe; 

But by this Folly I vaſt Pleaſures gain, 
While you with all your Wiſdom live in Pain, 
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DiALo eu, berween a Lover and 
Fr his Friend, | F 
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FRIE N D. 
1 thy ſelf, fond Youth, no more 
On Favours Mulus had before; 
He had her firſt, her Virgin Flame; 


b, Lou like a bold Intruder came 


To 


* 
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To the cold Relicks of a'Feaſt;. 
When he at firſt had ſeiz'd the beſt, 
AO OTE R a Frag Sl 
When he, dull Sot,. had ſeiz'd the worſe, 
F came in at the Second Courſe ; 
Tis Chance that firſt makes People love, 
Judgment their riper Fancies move. 
Mulus, you ſay, ER charm'd her Eyes; 
Firſt, ſhe loy'd Babies and Dirt Pies; 
But ſhe grew wilſer,. and in time | 
Found out the Folly of thoſe Toys, and him. 
FRI E N B. 
If Wiſdom change in Love begets, 
Women, no doubt, are wondrous Wits, 
But Wiſdom that now makes her change to you, 
In time will make her change to others too. 
LOVER. ; 
T grant you no Man can foreſee his Doom; 
But ſhall 1 grieve becauſe an Ill may come? 
Yet I'll allow her Change, when ſhe can ſee 
A Man deſerves her more than me, 
As much as I deſerve her more than he. 
1 e 
Did they with our own Eyes ſee our Deſert, 
No Woman e'*er cou'd from her Lover part. 
But oh! they ſee not with their own, 
All things to them are through falſe Opticks ſhown. 
Love at the firſt does all your Charms encreaſe, 
When the Tube's turn'd, Hate repreſents em leſs. 
Whate'er may came, I will not grieve 
For Dangers that I can't believe. 
She' l ne'er ceaſe loving me; or if the do, 
Tis ten to one I ceaſe to. love her too. 
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No, faid old Lyce, ſenſeleſs Lover, go, 
And with ſoft Verſes court the Fair; but know, 
With all thy Verſes, thou canſt get no more 
Than Fools without one Verſe have had before. 
Enrag'd at this, upon the Bawd 1 flew; 
And that which moſt enrag'd me was, 'twas true. 


The Fair MouxN ER. 


N what ſad Pomp the mouruful Charmer lyes! 
Does ſhe lament the Victim of her Eyes? 

Or wou'd ſhe Hearts with ſoft Compaſhon move, 

To make 'em take the deeper Nags of Love 

What Youth ſo wiſe, ſo wary to eſcape; 

When Rigour comes, dreſt up in Pity's ſhape ?: 

Let not in vain thoſe precious Tears be ſhed, 

Pity the dying Fair One, not the Dead ; 

While yow unjuſtly of the Fates complain, 

I grieve as much for you, as much in vain. 

Each to relentleſs Judges make their moan, 

Blame not Death's Cruelty, but ceaſe your own. 
While raging Paſſion both our Souls does wound, 
A Soveraign Balm might ſure for both be found; 
Wou'd you but wipe your fruitleſs Tears away, 
And with a juſt Compaſſion mine ſurvey. 


„ 
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To his falſe Miſtreſs 


F 20v faidſt that I alone thy Heart cou'd move, 
And that for me thou wou'dſt abandon Jove. 

I lov'd thee then, not with a Love defil'd, 

But as a Father loyes his only Child. 

I know thee now, and tho' I fiercelier burn, 

Thou art become the Object of my Scoin. 

See what thy Falſhood gets; I muſt confeſs 

I love thee more, but J eſteem thee leſs. 
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E PI G R A N. 
Tove and Jealonſie. 


OW much are they deceiy'd, who vainly ſtrive, 
1 By jealous Fears, to keep our Flames alive? 
Love's like a Torch; which if ſecur'd from Blafts, 
Will faintlier burn; but then it longer laſts, 
Expos'd to Storms of Jealouſie and Doubt, 
The Blaze grows greater, but tis ſooner out. 


Te Petition. 
(In Wan of Catullus.) 
Tage arzberg tha cede 


That all mean, ſordid Actions we deſpiſe, 


And ſcorn to gain a Throne by Cheats and Lies? 
=} Thyr ſis 


— 
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Thyrſis, thou haſt ſure Bleſſings laid in Store, 
From thy juſt dealing in this curſt Amour. 
What Honour can in Words or Deeds be ſhown, 
Which to the Fair thou haſt not ſaid and done? 
On her falſe. Heart they all are thrown away; 
She only ſwears, more eas'ly to betray, 
Ye Powers! that know the many Vows ſhe broke, 
Free my juſt Soul from this unequal Yoke ! 
My Love boils up, and, like a raging Flood, 
Runs through my Veins, and taints my Vital Blood. 
I do not vainly beg ſhe may grow Chaſte, — 
Or with an equal Paſſion burn at laſt; _. | 
The one ſhe cannot praiſe, tho' ſhe wou'd, 
And I contemn the other, tho' ſhe ſhou'd. 
— Nor ask I Vengeance on the perjur'd Jilt : 

'Tis Puniſhment enough to have her Guilt. 

I beg but Balſam for my bleeding Breaſt, 


Cure for my Wounds, and from my Labours Reſt, 


* 


ve, 


| E 


Upon quitting his Miſtreſs. 


Know, Celinda, I have born too long, | 
1 And, by forgiving, have encreas'd my Wrong: 
Yet if there be a Power in Verſe to flag 
Thy Courſe in Vice, or bring fled Virtue back, 
I'll undertake the Task ; howe'er ſo hard, 
A gen'rous Action is its own Reward. 
Oh! were thy Virtues equal to thy Charms, 
I'd fly from Crowns to live within thoſe; Arms: 
But who, oh who, can e'er believe thee juſt, 
hen ſuch known Falſhoods have deſtroyed all Truſt 2 
Farewell, falſe Fair! nor ſhall I longer ſtay; 
pince we mult part, why ſhould we thus delay ? 
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Your Love alone, was what my Soul cou'd prize; 


And miſſing that, can all the reſt deſpiſe. 
Yet ſhould I not repent my Follies paſt, 
Cou' d ry. take up; and grow reſerw'd at laſt; 
*Two 

To ſee you happy in another's Arms, 
Whatever Threat'nings Fury might extort, 
Oh! fear not I ſhow'd ever do you hurt: 
For tho*' my former Paſſion is remoy'd, 
I wou'd not injure one I once had loy'd. 


d pleaſe me, parted from your fatal Charms, 


Adieu! While thus I waſte my time in vain, 


Sure there are Maids I might intirely gain: 


Til ſearch for ſuch, and to the firft that's true, 


Reſign the Heart ſo hardly freed from you. 


To his M1$STreEss. 
17 Againſt Marriage. 


ES, all the World muſt ſure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having thee, 
Vill be entirely bleſt; 
But *ewere in me too great a Wrong, 
To make one who has been ſo long 
My Queen, my Slave at laſt: 


Nor ought thoſe things to be confin'd, 
That were for publick Good deſign'd; 
Cou'd we in fooliſh Pride, | 
Make the Sun always with us ſta 
*Twou'd burn our Corn and Graſs away, 
_ To:ftarye the World beſide, 


Let not the Thoughts of Parting frig 
Two Souls which Paſſion does 2 
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For while our Love does laſt, 
Neither will ſtrive to go away 
And why the Devil ſhou'd we ſtay, | 
When once that Loye is paſt ? 
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8 new- married looks on Men no more; 
Why then tis plain for what ſhe look 'd before. 


E P I G R A M. 
C O RN U.S. 


Ornus proclaims aloud, his Wife's a Whore; 
Alas, good Cornus, what can we do more? 
Wert thou no Cuckold, we might make thee one; 
But being one, we cannot make thee none. 
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Tb. picks Quarrels When he's drunk at Nights 
When ſober in the Morning, dares not fight. 
Thraſo, to ſhun thoſe Ills that may enſue, 


Drink not at Night, or drink at Morning too. 


Elen Au. 
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R C 1 * does all his Thoughts and Cunning 
# & end, * —_ , 7 , 

T' encreaſe that Wealth he wants the Soul to ſpend, 
Poor Shifter does his whole Contrivance ſet 

To ſpend that Wealth, he wants the Senſe to get. 
How happy wou'd appear to each his Fate, 

Had Gripe his Humour, or he Gripe's Eftate.! 
Kind Fate and Fortune, blend em if you can, 

And of two Wretches, make one happy Man, 


""— 


To CALI a, ayes ſome Alterations 
in her Face. 


AK. Calia / where are now the Charms, ö 
That did ſuch wondrous Paſſions move? 
Time, cruel Time, thoſe Eyes diſarms, 

And blunts the feeble Darts of Love. 


What Malice does the Tyrant bear 
To Womens Int'reſt, and to ours ? 

Beauties to which the Publick ſhare, 
The greedy Villain firſt devours. 


Who, without Tears, can ſee a Prince, 


That Trains of fawning Courties had, 
Abandon'd, left without Defence? To 
Nor is thy helpleſs Fate leſs ſad. d 
Thou who ſo many Fools haſt known, On 
And all the Fools wou'd hardly do, . ; 
Shou'dſt now confine thy ſelf to one! N r 


And he, alas! a Husband too, 


Ser 


Mis GELLANY PORMs. | 385 
See the ungrateful Slaves, how faſt | 
They from thy ſetting Glories run; 
And in what mighty Crowds they haſte, 
To worſhip- Havia's riſing Sun! 
In vain are all the practis d Miles, | 
In vain thoſe Eyes wou'd Love impart ; 
Not all th' Adyances,-all-the Smiles, 
Can move one unrelenting Heart. 


While Flavia, charming: Flavia ſtill, 
By Cruelty, her Cauſe maintainn- 
And ſcarce vouchſafes a: careleſs Smile 
To the Poor Slaves that wear her Chains. 


Well, Celia, let them waſte their Toars 
But ſure they will in time Repine, 
That thou haſt not a:Face like hers, 


IS Or ſhe has not a Heart like thine, '- 


- 
* — —_—— 
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The RETIREMENT. 


LL hail, ye Fields; where conſtant Peace attends! 
All hail, ye ſacred, ſolitary: Groves! arte” 
All hail, ye Books, my true, my real Friends, 

Whoſe Converſation pleaſes, and improves! 


Cou'd one wha ſtudy d your ſublimer Rules, 
Become ſo mad to ſearch for Joys abroad? 

To run to Towns, to herd with Knave and Fools, 
And undiftinguiſh'd paſs'd among the Crowd? 


One to ambitious Fancy's made a Prey, 
Thinks Happineſs in great Preferment lies; 

Nor fears for that. his Country to betray, 
Curſt by the Fools, and * at by the Wiſe. 


See Others, 
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Others, whom avaricious Tho bewitch, 
Conſume their Time, to multiply their Gains; 
And fancying Wretched all that are not Rich, 

- Neglect the End of Life, to get the Means. 


Others the Name of Pleaſure does invite, 

All their dull Time in ſenſual Joys they live; 
And hope to = that ſolid firm Delight 

By Vice, which Innocence alone can give. 


But how perplext, alas! is human Fate? 
I whom nor Avarice, nor Pleaſures move; 


Who view with ſcorn the Trophies of the Great, 


Yet muſt my ſelf be made a Slaye to Love. 


If this dire Paſſion never will be gone, 
If Beauty always muſt my Heart enthral; 
Oh! rather let me be confin'd to one, 


Than madly thus be made a Prey to all! 


One who has early known the Pomps of State; 


(For things unknown *tis Ign'rance to condemn) 


And after having view'd the gawdy Bait, 
Can boldly ſay, The Trifle I contemn. 


In her bleſt Arms contented cou'd I live, 
Cantented. cou'd I die: But, oh! my Mind 

J feed with Fancies, and my Thoughts deceive, 
With hope+of. things impoſſible to find. 


In W omen how hot d Senſe and Beauty meet ? 
The wiſeſt Men their Louth in Follies ſpend ; 
The beſt is he that earlieſt finds the Cheat, 


And ſees his Errors while: there's time to mend. 
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PASTORAL ECLOGUES. 
E CLOGUE l. 
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Jeilian Muſe, my humble Voice inſpire 
To ſing of Daphne's Charms and Damon's Fire. 
Long had the faithful Swain ſuppreſt his Grief, 
And ſince he durſt not hope, ne'er ask'd Relief. 
But at th' arrival of the fatal Day, 
That took the Nymph and all his Joys away; 
With dying Looks he gaz'd upon the Fair, 
And what bis Tongue could not, his Eyes declare 
»Till with deep Sighs, as if his heart-ſtrings broke, 
Preſſing her Hand, theſe tender Things be ſpoke : 
| D A.M ON. 
Ah lovely Nymph! behold your Lover burn, 
And view the Paſſion which you'll not return. 
As no Nymph's Charms did ever equal thine; 
So no Swain's Love did ever equal mine. 
How happy, Fair, how happy ſhould I be, 
Might I but Sacrifice my (ef for thee ? 
Cou'd I but pleaſe thee with my dying Verſe, 
And make thee ſhed one Tear upon my Herſe ? 
| DAPHNE. 
Too free an Offer of that Love you make, 
Which now, alas, I have not Pow'r to take: 
Your Wounds I cannot, tho? 1 wou'd, relieve : 
Phaon has all the Love that I can give. 
Had you among the reſt at firſt aſſail'd | 
My Heart, when free, you had perhaps prevail'd. 
Now if you blame, oh blame not me, but Fate, 
That never brought you 'till *twas grown too late. 
DAM O N, 
Had the Fates brought me then, too charming Fair, 
1 could not hope, and now I muſt deſpair, 
| S 2 Rul'd 
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Rul'd by your Friends, you quit the Lover's Flame, 

For Flocks, for Paſtures, for an empty Name, . 
vet tho' the bleſt Poſſeſſion Fate denies; 

Oh let me gaze for ever on thoſe Eyes. 
So juſt, ſo true, ſo innocent's my 3 
That Phaon, did he ſee it, cou'd not blame. 

: DijHb'PHMNE.. 
Such generous Ends I know you till purſue, 
What I can do, be ſure I will for you. 
If on Eſteem, or Pity, you can liye, 
Or hopes of more, it 1 had more to give; 
Thoſe you may haye, but cannot haye my Heart : 
And ſince we now perhaps for eyer part ; | 
Such noble Thoughts through all your Life expreſs, 
May make the Value more, the Pity leſs, 
| DAMO N. 

Can you then go? Can you for ever part 
(Ye Gods! what ſhivering Pains ſurround my Heart!) 
And have one Thought to make your Pity leſs? 
Ah Daphne, cou'd I half my Pangs expreſs, 
You cou'd not think, tho” hard as Rocks you were, 
Your rh ever cou'd too great appear. 
I ne'er ſhall be one Moment free from Pain, 
'Till I behold thofe charming Eyes again. 
When gay Diverſions do your Thoughts employ, 
I wou'd not come to interrupt the Joy : | 
But when from them you ſome ſpare * BM find, 
Think then, oh think on whom you leave behind! 
Think with what Heart I ſhall behold the Green, 
Where I ſo oft thoſe charming Eyes have ſeen! 
Think with what Grief I walk the Groves alone, 
When you, the Glory of them all, are gone! 
Yet, oh! that little Time you have to ſtay, 
Let me ftill ſpeak, and gaze my Soul away ! 
But ſee, my Paſſion that ſmall Aid denies ; 
Grief ſtops my Tongue, and Tears 0'er-flow my Eyes 
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T Hyrſis, the payeſt one of all'the Swains, 

Who fed their Flocks upon th” Arcadian Plains; 
While Love's mad Paſlion quite devour'd his Heart, 
And the coy Nymph that caus'd, neglects his Smart; 
Strives in low Numbers, ſuch as Shepherds uſe, 
If not to move her Breaſt, his own t' amuſe. 
You, Chloris, who with ſcorn refuſe to ſee 
The mighty Wounds that you have made on me; 
Yet cannot ſure with equal Pride diſdain, 
To hear an humble Hind of his complain. 

Now while the Flocks and Herds to Shades retire, 
While the fierce Sun ſets all the World on fire; 
Thro' burning Fields, thro* rugged Brakes I rove, + 
And to the Hills and Woods Flare my Love. 
How ſmall's the Heat? how eaſie is the Pain 
I feel without, to that I feel within ? 

Yet ſcornful Galatea will not hear, 

But from. my Songs and Pipe {till turns her Ear, 
Not ſo the ſage Coriſca, nor the fair 

Climena, nor rich Ægon's only Care: 

From them my Songs a juſt Compaſſion drew, 
And they ſhall have them, ſince contemn'd b you. 

Why name I them, when ev'n chaſte Cynthia ſtays, 
And Pan himſelf, to liſten to my Lays ? 

Pan, whoſe ſweet Pipe has been admir'd ſo long, 
Has not diſdain'd ſometimes to hear my Song. 
Yet Galatea ſcorns whate'er I ſay; 

And Galatea's wiſer ſure than they. 

Relentleſs Nymph! can nothing move your Mind ? 

Muſt you be deaf, becauſe you are unkind ? 

Tho? you diſlike the Subje of my Lays, 

Yet ſure the Sweetneſs of my Voice might pleaſe, 

| S 3 It 


7 


399 The FouRTH PART of 


It is not thus that you dull Mepſus uſe, 

His Songs divert you, tho' you mine refuſe. 
Yet I cou'd tell you, fair One, if I wou'd, 
(And ſince you treat me thus, methinks I ſhou'd) 
What the wiſe Lycon ſaid, when in yon Plain 

He ſaw him Court in hope, and me in vain; 
Forbear, fond Youth, to chaſe a heedleſs Fair, 

Nor think with well-tun'd Verſe to pleaſe her Ear; 
Seek out ſome other Nymph, nor c'er repine, 

That one who likes his Songs, ſhou'd fly from thine, 

Ah, Lycon! ah! your Rage falſe Dangers forms; 
"Tis not his Songs, but *tis his Fortune Charms: 
Yet, ſcornful Maid, in time you'll find thoſe Toys 
Can yield no real, no ſubſtantial Joys; 

In vain his Wealth, his Titles, gain Eſteem, 
It for all that you are aſham'd of him. 

Ah, Galatea, wou'dſt thou turn thoſe Eyes, 
Wou'dſt thou but once vouchſafe to hear my Cries: 
In ſuch ſoft Notes I wou'd my Pains impart, 

As cou'd not fail to move thy rocky Heart; 

With ſuch ſweet Songs I wou'd thy Fame make known, 
As Pan himſelf might not diſdain to own. | 
Oh coud'ſt thou, fair One, but contented be 

To tend the Sheep, and chaſe the Hares with me; 
To have thy Praiſes eccho'd thro' the Groves, 

And paſs 8 Days with one who truly Loves; 

Nor let thoſe gaudy Toys thy Heart N 

W hich the Fools envy, and the Sage deſpiſe, 

But Galatea ſcorns my humble Flame, 

And neither asks my Fortune, nor my Name. 
Of the beſt Cheeſe my well-ſtor'd Dairy's full, 
And my ſoft Sheep produce the fineſt Wool ; 
The richeſt Wines of Greece my Vineyards ”_ 
And ſmiling Crops of Grain adorn my Field, 

Ah, fooliſh Youth! in yain thou boaſt'ſt thy Store, 
Have what thou wilt, if Mopſus ſtill has more. 

See whil'ſt thou ſing'ſt, behold her haughty Pride, 

With what diſdain ſhe turns her Head aſide! 

Oh, why wou'd Nature, to our Ruin, place 

A Tyger's Heart, with ſuch an Angel's Face? 4 P 
| eaſe, 
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Ceaſe, Shepherd, ceaſe at laſt thy fruitleſs Moan 
Nor hope to gain a Heart already gone. | 
While Rocks and Caves thy — Notes reſound, 
See how thy Corn lyes wither'd on the Ground! 
The hungry Wolves devour thy fatten'd Lambs; 
And bleating for the Young, makes lean the Dams. 
Take, Shepherd, take thy Hook, thy Flocks purſue, 
And when one Nymph proves cruel, find a new. 


E 
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Taten from the Eighth Eclogue of Virgil. ) | | 


A ile, O Phoſphorus ! and bring the Day, 
. While I in Sighs and Tears conſume away; 


Deceiy'd with flattering hopes of Niſa's Love; 


And to the Gods my vain Petitions move: 
Tho' they've done nothing to prevent my Death, 
J yet inyoke them with my dying Breath, 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian Strains. 
Arcadia's famous for its ſpacious Plains, 
Its whiſtling Pine-Trees, and its ſhady Groves, 
And often hears the Swains lament their Loves, 
Great Pax upon its Mountains feeds his Goats, 
Who firſt taught Reeds to warble rural Notes. 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th* Arcadian Strains. 
Mopſus weds Niſa Oh, well-ſuited Pair! 
When he ſucceeds, what Lover can deſpair ? 
After this Match, let Mares and Griffins breed; 
And Hounds with Hares in friendly Conſort feed, 
Go, Mopſus, go; provide the Bridal Cake; 
And to thy Bed the blooming Virgin take : 
In her ſoft Arms thou ſhalt ſecurely reſt 
Behold, the Evening comes to make thee bleſt ! 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian Strains. 
I 


Oh! 
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Oh! Niſa, happy in a lovely Choice! 
While you with Scorn negle& my Pipe and Voice 
While you deſpiſe my humble Songs, my Herd, 
My ſhaggy Eye-brows, and my rugged Beard; 
W hile through the Plains diſdainfillly you move, 
And think no Shepherd can deſerve your Love; 
Mopſus alone can the nice Virgin win, 
With charming Perſon, and with graceful Mien. 


Begin, my Muſe, begin th' Arcadian Strains, 


When firſt 1 ſaw you on thoſe fatal Plains, 
I reach'd you Fruit; your Mother too was there; 


| Searce had you ſeen the thirteenth Spring appear: 


Yet Beauty's Buds were opening in your Face; 
I gaz'd, and Bluſhes did your Charms encreaſe, 
*'Tis Love, thought I, that's riſing in her Breaſt: 
Alas, your Paſſion, by my own, I gueſt; 
Then upon Truſt, 1 fed the raging Pains. 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th* Arcadian Strains. 
Oh Love! 1 know thee now; thou ow'ſt thy Birth 
To * ſome craggy Mountains brought thee 
th: 
Nor is it Human Blood that fills thy Veins. 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th* Arcadian Strains. 
Relentleſs Love the bold Medea ſhow'd _ 
To ſtain her Hands in her own Childrens Blood. 
Was ſhe more cruel, or more wicked he? 
He was a wicked Counſellor, a crue] Mother ſhe. 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th” Arcadian Strains. 
Now let the Screech-Owls vie with warbling Swans; 
Upon hard Oaks let bluſhing Peaches grow, 
And from the Brambles, liquid Amber flow. 
The harmleſs Wolves, the rav'nous Sheep ſhall ſhun; 
And valiant Deer, at fearful Grey-hounds run : 
Let the Sea rife, and overflow the Plains. 
Begin, my Muſe, begin th* Arcadian Strains, 
Adieu, ye Flocks, no more ſhall J purſue? 
Adieu, ye Groves, a long, a long Adieu! | 
And you, coy Nymph, who- all my Vows diſdain, 
Take this laft Preſent from a dying Swain. 
= e Since 
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Since you diſlike whate'er in Life I ſaid, | 
You may be pleas'd,” perhaps, to hear I'm dead: 
This Leap ſhall put an end to all my Pains. 
Now ceaſe, my Muſe, now ceaſe th Arcadian Strains, 

Thus Damon ſung while on the Cliff he ſtood, 

Then headlon plung'd into the raging Flood, 
All with united Grief the Loſs bemoan, 
Except the Authreſs of his Fate alone, 
Who hears it with an unrelenting Breaſt, 
Ah, cruel * forbear your Scorns at leaſt. 
How much ſoe'er you may the Loye deſpiſe, 
'Tis barb'rous to inſult on one that dies, 


The End of the Four Th PART. 
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